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A  WOMAN'S  LIFE. 


I. 

Jeanne,  having  finished  her  packing,  went  to  the  window, 
but  it  had  not  stopped  raining. 

All  night  long  the  downpour  had  pattered  against  the 
roofs  and  the  window-panes.  The  low,  heavy  clouds 
seemed  as  though  they  had  burst,  and  were  emptjnng  them- 
selves on  the  world,  to  reduce  it  to  a  pulp  and  melt  it  as 
though  it  were  a  sugar-loaf.  A  hot  wind  swept  by  in  gusts ; 
the  murmur  of  the  overflowing  gutters  filled  the  empty 
streets,  and  the  houses,  like  sponges,  absorbed  the  moisture 
which,  penetrating  to  the  interior,  made  the  walls  wet  from 
cellar  to  attic. 

Jeanne,  who  had  left  the  convent  the  day  before,  free  at 
last  and  ready  for  all  the  hai)piness  of  a  life  of  which  she 
had  dreamed  for  so  long,  feared  that  her  father  would  hesi- 
tate about  starting  if  the  weather  did  not  clear  up,  and,  for 
the  hundredth  time  since  the  morning,  she  studied  the 
horizon. 

Looking  round,  she  saw  that  she  had  forgotten  to  put  her 
almanac  in  her  travelling-bag.  She  took  from  the  wall  the 
little  card  which  bore  in  tlie  centre  of  a  design,  the  date  of  the 
current  year  181'J  in  gilt  letters,  and  crossed  out  ■\vitii  a 
pencil  the  first  four  columns,  drawing  a  line  through  each 
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saint's  name  till  slie  came  to  the  second  of  May,  the  day  she 
had  left  the  convent. 

A  voice  outside  the  door  called  :  "  Jeannette  !  " 

Jeanne  answered :  "  Come  in,  papa."  And  her  father 
appeared. 

The  Baron  Simon-Jacques  Le  Perthuis  des  Vauds  was  a 
gentleman  of  the  old  school,  eccentric  and  good-hearted. 
Au  enthusiastic  follower  of  Jean-Jacques  Eousseau,  he  had 
a  loving  tenderness  for  all  nature  ;  for  the  fields,  the  woods, 
and  for  animals.  An  aristocrat  by  birth,  he  hated  '93  by 
instinct ;  but  of  a  philosophical  temperament  and  liberal  by 
education,  he  loathed  tyranny  with  an  inoffensive  and  de- 
clamatory hatred.  The  strongest,  and  at  the  same  time  the 
weakest,  trait  in  his  character  was  his  generosity ;  a  gener- 
osity which  had  not  enough  arms  to  caress,  to  give,  to 
embrace ;  the  generosity  of  a  creator  which  was  utterly 
devoid  of  system,  and  to  which  he  gave  way  with  no 
attempt  to  resist  his  impulses,  as  though  part  of  his  will  were 
paralysed ;  it  was  a  want  of  energy,  and  almost  amounted 
to  a  vice. 

A  man  of  theories,  he  had  thought  out  a  whole  plan  of 
education  for  his  daughter,  wishing  to  make  her  happy  and 
good,  straight-forward  and  affectionate.  Till  she  was  twelve 
years  old  she  had  stayed  at  home ;  then,  in  spite  of  her 
mother's  tears,  she  was  sent  to  the  Sacre-Cocur.  He  had 
kept  her  strictly  immured  there,  totally  ignorant  of  worldly 
things,  for  he  wished  her  to  return  to  him,  at  the  age  of 
seventeen,  innocent,  that  he  might  himself  immerse  her  in  a 
sort  of  bath  of  rational  poetry  ;  and,  in  the  fields,  surrounded 
by  the  fertile  earth,  he  meant  to  instruct  her,  and  enlighten 
her  by  the  sight  of  the  serene  laws  of  life,  the  innocent 
loves  and  the  simple  tenderness  of  the  animals. 

And  now  she  was  leaving  the  convent,  radiant  and  brim- 
ful of  happiness,  ready  for  every  joy  and  for  all  the  charming 
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adventures  that,  in  the  idle  moments  of  her  days  and  during 
the  long  nights,  she  had  already  pictured  to  herself. 

She  looked  like  a  portrait  by  Veronese,  with  her  shining, 
fair  hair  which  looked  as  though  it  had  given  part  of  its 
colour  to  her  skin,  the  creamy  skin  of  a  high-born  girl, 
hardly  tinted  with  pink  and  shaded  by  a  soft  velvety  down 
which  could  just  be  seen  when  she  was  kissed  by  a  sun-ray. 
Her  eyes  were  blue,  an  opaque  blue,  like  the  eyes  of  a  Dutch 
china  figure.  On  her  left  nostril  was  a  little  mole,  another 
on  the  right  side  of  her  chin,  where  curled  a  few  hairs  so 
much  like  the  colour  of  her  skin  that  they  could  hardly  be 
seen.  She  was  tall,  with  a  well-developed  chest  and  supple 
waist.  Her  clear  voice  sometimes  sounded  too  shrill,  but 
her  merry  laugh  made  everyone  around  her  feel  happy. 
She  had  a  way  of  frequently  putting  both  hands  to  her 
foi'ehead,  as  though  to  smooth  her  hair. 

She  ran  to  her  father,  put  her  arms  round  his  neck  and 
kissed  him. 

"  Well,  are  we  going  to  start  1 "  she  asked. 

He  smiled,  shook  back  his  white  hair  which  he  wore 
rather  long,  and  pointing  towards  the  window  : 

"How  can  you  think  of  travelling  in  such  weather?"  he 
said. 

Then  she  pleaded  coaxingly  and  affecionately,  "  Oh,  papa, 
please  do  let  us  start.    It  will  be  fine  in  the  afternoon." 

"  But  your  mother  will  never  consent  to  it." 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  promise  you  she  shall ;  I  will  answer  for 
her." 

"  Well,  if  you  can  persuade  your  mother,  I  am  quite 
willing  to  start." 

•She  hastened  towards  the  baroness's  room,  for  she  had 
looked  forward  to  this  day  with  great  impatience.  Since 
she  had  entered  the  Sacre-Coour  she  had  not  left  Kouen,  as 
her  father  would  allow  no  distracting  pleasures  before  the 
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age  he  had  fixed.  Only  twice  had  she  been  taken  to  Paris 
for  a  fortnight,  but  that  was  another  town,  and  she  longed 
for  the  country.  Now  she  was  going  to  spend  the  summer  on 
their  estate,  Les  Peuples,  in  an  old  family  ch§,teau  built  on 
the  cliff  near  Yport ;  and  she  was  looking  forward  to  the 
boundless  happiness  of  a  free  life  beside  the  waves.  And 
then  it  was  understood  that  the  manor  was  to  be  given  to 
her,  and  that  she  was  to  live  there  always  when  she  was 
married  ;  and  the  rain  which  had  been  falling  incessantly 
since  the  night  before  was  the  first  real  grief  of  her  life. 

In  three  minutes  she  came  running  out  of  her  mother's  room 
crying  : 

"  Papa !  papa !  Mamma  is  quite  willing.  Tell  them  to 
harness  the  hoi'ses." 

The  rain  had  not  given  over  in  the  least,  in  fact,  it  was 
coming  down  still  faster  when  the  landau  came  round  to 
the  door.  Jeanne  was  ready  to  jump  in  when  the  baroness 
came  down  the  stairs,  supported  on  one  side  by  her 
husband,  and  on  t^  other  by  a  tall  maid  whose  frame  was 
as  strong  and  as  well-knit  as  a  boy's.  She  was  a  Normandy 
girl  from  Caus,  and  looked  at  least  twenty  years  old,  though 
she  really  was  scarcely  eighteen.  In  the  baron's  family  she 
was  treated  somewhat  like  a  second  daughter,  for  she  was 
Jeanne's  foster-sister.  She  was  named  Rosalie,  and  her 
principal  duty  consisted  in  aiding  her  mistress  to  walk,  for, 
within  the  last  few  years,  the  baroness  had  attained  an 
enormous  size,  owing  to  an  hypertrophy  of  the  heart,  of 
which  she  was  always  complaining. 

Breathing  very  hard,  the  baroness  reached  the  steps  of 
the  old  h6tel ;  there  she  stopped  to  look  at  the  court-yard 
where  the  water  was  streaming  down,  and  murmured  : 

"  Really,  it  is  not  prudent." 

Her  husband  answered  with  a  smile, 

"  It  was  you  who  wished  it,  Madame  Adelaide." 
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She  bore  the  pompous  name  of  Adelaide,  and  he  always 
prefaced  it  by  "  madame  "  with  a  certain  little  look  of  mock- 
respect. 

She  began  to  move  forward  again,  and  with  difficulty  got 
into  the  carriage,  all  the  springs  of  which  bent  under  her 
weight.  The  baron  sat  by  her  side,  and  Jeanne  and  Rosalie 
took  their  places  with  their  backs  to  the  horses.  Ludivine, 
the  cook,  brought  a  bundle  of  rugs  which  were  thrown  over 
their  knees,  and  two  baskets  which  were  pushed  under  their 
legs ;  then  she  climbed  up  beside  old  Simon  and  enveloped 
herself  in  a  great  rug  which  covered  her  entirely.  The 
concierge  and  his  wife  came  to  shut  the  gate  and  wish  them 
good-bye,  and  after  some  parting  instructions  about  the 
luggage  which  was  to  follow  in  a  cart,  the  carriage  started. 

Old  Simon,  the  coachman,  with  his  head  held  down  and 
his  back  bent  under  the  rain,  could  hardly  be  seen  in  his 
three-caped  coat ;  and  the  moaning  wind  rattled  against  the 
windows  and  swept  the  rain  along  the  road. 

The  horses  trotted  briskly  down  to  the  quay,  passed  the  row 
of  big  ships,  whose  masts  and  yards  and  ropes  stood  out  against 
the  grey  sky  like  bare  trees,  and  entered  the  long  Boulevard 
du  Mont  Riboudet.  Soon  they  reached  the  country,  and 
from  time  to  time  the  outline  of  a  weeping-willow,  with  its 
branches  hanging  in  a  corpse-like  inertness,  could  be  vaguely 
seen  through  the  watery  mist.  The  horses'  shoes  clattered 
on  the  road  ;  and  the  four  wheels  made  regular  rings  of 
mud. 

Inside  the  carriage  they  were  silent :  their  spirits  seemed 
damped,  lil^e  the  earth.  The  baroness  leant  back,  rested  her 
head  against  the  cushions,  and  closed  her  eyes.  The  baron 
looked  out  mournfully  at  the  monotonous,  wet  fields,  and 
Rosalie,  with  a  parcel  on  her  knees,  sat  musing  in  the 
animal-like  way  in  which  the  lower  classes  indulge.  But 
Jeanne  felt  herself  revive  under  this  warm  rain  like  a  plant 
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which  is  put  into  the  open  air  after  being  shut  up  in  a  dark 
closet ;  and  the  greatness  of  her  joy  seemed  to  prevent  any 
sadness  reaching  her  heart.  Although  she  did  not  speak, 
she  wanted  to  sing  and  to  put  her  hand  outside  and  drink 
the  water  with  which  it  would  be  filled  ;  and  the  desolate 
look  of  the  country  only  added  to  the  enjoyment  she  felt 
at  being  carried  along  so  swiftly,  and  at  feeling  herself 
sheltered  in  the  midst  of  this  deluge. 

Under  the  ceaseless  rain  a  cloud  of  steam  rose  from  the 
backs  of  the  two  horses. 

The  baroness  gradually  fell  asleep  ;  her  face,  surrounded 
by  six  stiff  curls,  sank  lower  and  lower,  though  it  was  partly 
sustained  by  the  three  big  waves  of  her  neck,  the  last  curves 
of  which  lost  themselves  in  the  amplitude  of  her  chest. 
Her  head,  raised  by  each  inspiration,  as  regularly  sank 
again ;  her  cheeks  puffed  out,  and  from  her  half-opened  lips 
issued  a  deep  snore.  Her  husband  leant  over  towards  her 
and  softly  placed  in  her  hands,  crossed  on  her  ample  lap,  a 
leather  pocket-book.  The  touch  awoke  her,  and  she  looked 
at  the  object  in  her  lap  with  the  stupified  look  of  one 
suddenly  aroused  from  sleep.  The  pocket-book  fell  and 
opened,  and  the  gold  and  bank-notes  it  contained  were 
scattered  all  over  the  carriage.  That  woke  her  up  alto- 
gether, and  the  light-heartedness  of  her  daughter  found 
vent  in  a  burst  of  laughter. 

The  baron  picked  up  the  money  and  placed  it  on  her 
knees. 

"  There,  my  dear,"  he  said.  "  That  is  all  that  is  left  of 
the  farm  at  ]j]letot.  I  have  sold  it  to  pay  for  the  doing  up 
of  Les  Peuples  as  we  shall  live  there  so  much  now." 

She  counted  the  six  thousand,  four  hundred  francs,  and 
put  them  quietly  into  her  pocket. 

It  was  the  ninth  farm  that  they  had  sold  out  of  the 
thirty-one  left  them  by  their  parents;  but  they  still  had 
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about  twenty  thousand  livres  a  year  coming  in  from  pro- 
perty which,  well-managed,  would  have  easily  brought  in 
thirty  thousand  francs.  As  they  lived  quietly,  this  income 
would  have  been  amply  sufficient  for  them,  if  their  lavish 
generosity  had  not  constantly  exhausted  their  supplies.  It 
drained  their  money  from  them  as  the  sun  draws  water 
from  a  swamp.  The  gold  melted,  vanished,  disappeared. 
How'?  No  one  knew.  One  of  them  was  always  saying: 
"  I  don't  know  how  it  is,  but  I  have  spent  a  hundred  francs 
to-day,  and  I  haven't  anything  to  show  for  it." 

To  give  was  one  of  the  great  joys  of  their  existence,  and 
they  perfectly  understood  each  other  on  this  point  in  a  way 
that  was  at  once  grand  and  touching. 

Jeanne  asked  :  "  Is  my  chateau  looking  beautiful 
now  1 " 

"  You  will  see,  my  child,"  answered  the  baron,  gaily. 

Little  by  little  the  violence  of  the  storm  diminished  ;  soon 
there  was  nothing  more  than  a  sort  of  mist,  a  very  fine 
drizzling  rain.  The  arch  of  the  clouds  seemed  to  get  higher 
and  lighter ;  and  suddenly  a  long  oblique  sunbeam  fell  on 
the  fields.  Through  the  break  in  the  clouds  a  streak  of 
blue  sky  could  be  seen,  and  then  the  rift  got  bigger  as 
though  a  veil  were  being  drawn  back,  and  a  beautiful  sky 
of  a  pure  deep  blue  spread  itself  out  over  the  world.  There 
was  a  fresh  mild  breeze  like  a  happy  sigh  from  the  earth, 
and  from  the  gardens  and  woods  came  now  and  again  the 
merry  song  of  a  bird  drying  his  wings. 

The  evening  was  drawing  in ;  everyone  inside  the  carriage, 
except  Jeanne,  was  asleep.  Twice  they  had  stopped  at  an 
inn,  to  rest  the  horses  and  give  them  water  and  corn.  The 
sun  had  set,  and  in  the  distance  the  bells  were  ringing  ;  in  a 
little  village  the  lamps  were  being  lighted,  and  the  sky  was 
studded  with  stars.  Sometimes  the  lights  of  a  homestead 
could  be  seen,  their  rays  piercing  the  darkness  ;  and,  all  at 
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once,  amongst  the  fir-trees,  behind  a  hill,  the  large,  red, 
sleepy  moon  arose. 

It  was  so  mild  that  the  windows  were  left  down,  and 
Jeanne,  tired  of  dreaming,  and  her  stock  of  happy  visions 
exhausted,  was  now  sleeping.  Sometimes  the  numbness 
caused  by  resting  too  long  in  one  position  aroused  her,  and 
she  looked  outside  and  saw  the  trees  fly  past  in  the  clear 
night,  or  some  coavs,  lying  in  a  field,  raise  their  heads  at  the 
noise  of  the  carriage.  Then  she  settled  herself  in  a  fresh 
position,  and  tried  to  continue  an  interrupted  dream,  but  the 
continual  rumbling  of  the  carriage  sounded  in  her  ears,  con- 
fusing her  thoughts,  and  she  shut  her  eyes  again,  her  mind 
feeling  as  tired  as  her  body. 

At  last  the  carriage  stopped,  and  men  and  women  came 
to  the  doors  with  lanterns  in  their  hands.  They  had  arrived, 
and  Jeanne,  suddenly  awakened,  sprang  out,  while  her  father 
and  Rosalie,  lighted  by  a  farmer,  almost  carried  in  the 
baroness  ;  she  was  quite  worn  out,  and,  catching  her  breath, 
she  kept  saying  in  a  weak  little  voice  :  "  Ah,  my  children  ! 
what  shall  I  do  ]  "  She  would  have  nothing  to  eat  or  drink, 
but  went  to  bed  and  fell  asleep  at  once. 

Jeanne  and  the  baron  had  supper  alone.  They  smiled 
when  their  glances  met,  and,  at  every  moment,  took  each 
other's  hands  across  the  table  ;  then,  both  of  them  filled 
with  a  childish  delight,  they  went  over  the  manor  which  had 
just  been  put  in  thorough  repair. 

It  was  one  of  those  big,  high,  Normandy  houses  generallv 
built  of  white  stone  which  turns  grey,  and  which,  large 
enough  to  accommodate  a  regiment,  have  something  of  the 
farm  about  them  as  well  as  the  chateau. 

An  immense  hall,  going  from  end  to  end,  divided  the  house 
into  two  parts,  its  large  doors  opening  opposite  each  other. 
A  double  staircase  bestrode  this  entrance  hall  leaving  the 
centre  empty,  and,  meeting  at  the  height  of  the  first  floor, 
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formed  a  sort  of  bridge.  On  the  ground-floor,  to  the  right, 
was  the  huge  drawing-room  hung  with  tapestry  with  a  design 
of  birds  and  flowers.  All  the  furniture  was  in  tapestry,  the 
subjects  of  the  designs  being  taken  from  La  Fontaine's 
fables.  Jeanne  was  delighted  at  recognising  a  chair  she  had 
liked  when  she  was  quite  a  child,  and  which  represented  iihe 
history  of  the  Fox  and  the  Stork.  The  library,  full  of  old 
books,  and  two  other  rooms,  which  were  not  used,  came  next 
to  the  drawing-room.  On  the  left  were  the  dining-room, 
which  had  been  newly  wainscotted,  the  linen-press,  the  pantry, 
the  kitchen,  and  a  little  room  with  a  bath  in  it. 

A  corridor  ran  the  whole  length  of  the  first  storey,  the  ten 
doors  of  as  many  rooms  opening  on  to  it,  and  Jeanne's  room 
was  quite  at  the  end,  on  the  right.  The  baron  had  just  had  it 
freshly  furnished  by  simply  using  some  hangings  and  furni- 
ture that  had  been  stored  away  in  a  garret.  Very  old 
Flemish  tapestry  peopled  the  room  with  strange  characters, 
and  when  she  saw  the  bed  Jeanne  gave  a  cry  of  delight.  At 
the  four  corners  four  birds  of  carved  oak,  quite  black  and 
polished  till  they  shone,  supported  the  bed,  looking  as  though 
they  were  its  guardians.  The  sides  were  decorated  with  two 
large  garlands  of  carved  flowers  and  fruit ;  and  the  four 
bed-posts,  finely  fluted  and  crowned  with  Corinthian  capitals, 
supported  a  cornice  of  entwined  roses  and  cupids.  It  was  a 
monumental  couch,  and  yet  was  very  graceful,  despite  the 
sombre  appearance  of  the  wood  darkened  by  age.  The 
counterpane  and  canopy,  made  of  old  dark  blue  silk,  staiTed 
here  and  there  with  great  flmrs  de  lis  embroidered  in  gold, 
sparkled  like  two  firmameuts. 

"When  she  had  finished  admiring  the  bed,  Jeanne,  raising 
her  light,  examined  the  tapestry,  trying  to  discover  the  sub- 
ject of  the  design. 

A  young  nobleman  and  a  young  lady,  dressed  in  the 
strangest  way  in  green,  red,  and  yellow,  were  talking  under 
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a  blue  tree  on  which  white  fruit  was  ripening.  A  big  rabbit 
of  the  same  colour  as  the  fruit  was  nibbling  a  little  grey 
grass.  Just  above  the  figures,  in  a  conventional  distance, 
five  little  round  houses  with  pointed  roofs  could  be  seen, 
and  up  at  the  top,  nearly  in  the  sky,  was  a  red  wind-mill. 
Griat  branches  of  flowers  twined  in  and  out  over  the 
whole. 

The  next  two  panels  were  very  like  the  first,  except  that 
out  of  the  houses  came  four  little  men,  dressed  in  Flemish 
costume,  who  raised  their  hands  to  heaven  as  if  to  denote 
their  extreme  surprise  and  anger.  But  the  last  set  of  hang- 
ings depicted  a  drama.  Near  the  rabbit,  which  was  still 
nibbling,  the  young  man  was  stretched  out,  apparently 
dead.  The  young  lady,  with  her  eyes  fixed  on  him,  was 
thrusting  a  sword  into  her  breast,  and  the  fruit  on  the  tree 
had  become  black. 

Jeanne  was  just  giving  up  trying  to  understand  it  when 
she  discovered  in  a  corner  a  microscopic  animal,  which  the 
rabbit  coiild  have  eaten  as  easily  as  a  blade  of  grass,  and 
which  was  meant  for  a  lion.  Then  she  recognised  the  mis- 
fortunes of  Pyramis  and  Thisbe  ;  and,  although  she  smiled 
at  the  simplicity  of  the  designs,  she  felt  happy  at  being 
surrounded  by  these  pictures  which  would  always  accord  with 
her  dearest  hopes ;  and  at  the  thought  that  ever}'  night  this 
antique  and  legendary  love  would  watch  over  her  dreams. 

The  rest  of  the  furniture  was  of  the  most  difi'erent  styles, 
and  bore  the  traces  of  many  generations.  A  superb  Louis 
XVI.  chest  of  drawers,  bound  with  polished  brass,  stood  be- 
tween two  Louis  X"\'  armchairs  which  were  still  covered 
with  their  original  brocaded  silk.  A  rosewood  escritoire 
was  opposite  the  mantelpiece,  on  which,  under  a  glass  shade, 
was  a  clock  made  in  the  time  of  the  Empire.  It  was  in  the 
form  of  a  bronze  bee-hive  hanging  on  four  marble  cohunns 
over  a  garden  of  gilded  flowers.  On  a  small  pendulum,  coming 
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out  of  the  hive  through  a  long  slit,  swung  a  little  bee,  with 
enamel  wings,  backwards  and  forwards  over  the  flowers ;  the 
dial  was  of  painted  china  and  was  let  into  the  side  of  the 
hive.  It  struck  eleven,  and  the  baron  kissed  his  daughter 
and  went  to  his  own  room. 

Then  Jeanne  regretfully  went  to  bed,  giving  a  last  look 
round  her  room  before  she  put  out  her  candle.  Only  the 
head  of  the  bed  was  against  the  wall,  and  on  the  left  was  a 
window  through  which  a  stream  of  moonlight  entered,  mak- 
ing a  pool  of  light  on  the  floor,  and  casting  pale  reflections 
on  the  walls  over  the  motionless  loves  of  Pyramis  and  Thisbe. 
Through  the  other  window,  opposite  the  foot  of  the  bed, 
Jeanne  could  see  a  big  tree  bathed  in  a  soft  light.  She 
turned  over  and  closed  her  eyes,  but  after  a  little  while 
opened  them  again,  for  she  still  seemed  to  feel  the  jolting  of 
the  carriage  and  its  rumbling  was  yet  in  her  ears. 

For  some  time  she  lay  quite  still,  hoping  thus  to  soon  fall 
asleep,  but  the  restlessness  of  her  mind  communicated  itself 
to  her  body,  and  at  last  she  got  out  of  bed.  With  her  arms 
and  feet  bare,  in  her  long  chemise,  which  made  her  look  lilce 
a  phantom,  she  crossed  the  flood  of  light  on  the  boards, 
opened  her  window  and  looked  out. 

The  night  was  so  clear  that  everything  could  be  seen  as 
plainly  as  in  broad  daylight ;  and  the  young  girl  recognised 
all  the  country  she  had  so  loved  as  a  child. 

First  of  all,  just  opposite  her,  was  a  big  lawn  looking 
us  yellow  as  gold  under  the  light  of  the  night.  There 
were  two  enormous  trees  before  the  chateau,  a  plane-tree  to 
the  north,  a  linden  to  the  south,  and  quite  at  the  end  of  tbe 
grass,  a  little  thicket  ended  the  estate  which  was  protected 
from  the  hurricanes  by  five  rows  of  old  elms  twisted,  torn, 
and  sloped  like  a  roof,  by  the  sea  wind  which  was  constantly 
blowing. 

This  kind  of  park  was  bounded  on  the  right  and  left  by 
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two  long  aYenues  of  immense  poplar-teees  (called  peuples  in 
Xormandy)  which  separated  the  squire's  residence  from  the 
two  farms  adjoining,  one  of  which  was  occnpied  by  the 
Couillards,  the  other  by  the  Martins.  These  peuples  had 
given  the  name  to  the  chateau. 

Beyond  this  enclosure  lay  a  large  piece  of  uncultivated 
ground  covered  with  gorse,  over  which  the  wind  rustled  and 
blew  day  and  night.  Then  the  coast  suddenly  fell  a 
hundred  yards,  forming  a  high,  white  cliff",  the  foot  of  which 
was  washed  by  the  sea;  and  Jeanne  gazed  at  the  vast,  watery 
expanse  whose  waves  seemed  to  be  sleeping  under  the  stars. 

In  this  repose  of  nature,  when  the  sun  was  absent,  the 
earth  gave  out  all  her  perfumes.  A  jasmine,  which  had 
climbed  around  the  lower  windo  ws,  exhaled  its  penetrating 
fragrance  which  united  with  the  subtler  odour  of  the  budding 
leaves,  and  the  soft  breeze  brought  with  it  the  damp,  salt  smell 
of  the  seaweeds  and' the  beach. 

At  first  the  young  girl  gave  herself  up  to  the  pleasure  of 
simply  breathing,  and  the  peace  of  the  country  calmed  her  as 
would  a  cool  bath.  All  the  animals  which  wake  at  evening- 
time,  and  hide  their  obscure  existence  in  the  peacefulness  of 
the  night,  filled  the  clear  darkness  with  a  silent  restlessness. 
Great  birds  fled  silently  through  the  air  like  shadows ;  the 
liumming  of  invisible  insects  could  be  heard,  and  noise- 
less races  took  place  across  the  dewy  grass  or  along  the  quiet 
sandy  roads.  The  short  monotonous  croak  of  the  frogs  was 
the  only  sound  that  could  be  distinguished. 

It  seemed  to  Jeanne  that  her  heart  was  getting  bigger, 
becoming  full  of  whisperings  like  this  clear  evening,  and  of 
a  thousand  wandering  desires  like  these  nocturnal  insects 
whose  quivering  life  surrounded  her.  An  unconscious 
sympathy  drew  her  towards  this  living  poetry  and  she  felt 
that  joy  and  happiness  were  floating  towards  her  through 
the  soft  white  night,  and  she  began  to  dream  of  love. 
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Love  !  For  two  years  she  had  been  anxiously  awaiting 
the  time  when  it  would  come  to  her,  and  now  she  was  free 
to  love,  she  had  only  to  meet — him  !  What  should  he  be 
like  1  She  did  not  know,  and  did  not  trouble  herself  even 
to  think  about  it.  He  would  be  himself,  that  was  enough. 
She  only  knew  that  she  should  adore  him  with  her  whole 
heart,  and  that  he  would  love  her  "with  all  his  strength,  and 
she  pictured  herself  walking  with  him  on  evenings  such  as 
this,  under  the  luminous  glow  of  the  stars.  They  would 
walk  hand  and  hand,  pressing  close  to  one  another,  listening 
to  the  beating  of  their  hearts,  mingling  their  love  with  the 
sweet  clearness  of  the  summer  nights,  and  so  united  that  by 
the  simple  power  of  their  love,  they  would  easily  divine  each 
other's  inmost  thoughts.  And  that  would  endure  indefin- 
itely, in  the  serenity  of  an  indestructible  affection. 

Suddenly  she  fancied  he  was  there — close  to  her  ;  and  a 
vague  feeling  of  sensuality  swept  over  her  from  head  to  foot. 
She  unconsciously  pressed  her  arms  against  her  breast,  as  if 
to  clasp  her  dream  to  her ;  and  something  passed  over  her 
mouth,  held  out  towards  the  unknown,  which  almost  made 
her  faint,  as  if  the  springtide  wind  had  given  her  a  kiss  of 
love. 

All  at  once,  on  the  road  behind  the  chateau,  she  heard 
someone  walking  in  the  night,  and  in  the  rapture  of  her 
love-filled  soul,  in  a  transport  of  faith  in  the  impossible,  in 
providential  hazards,  in  divine  presentiment,  in  the  romantic 
combinations  of  Fate,  she  thought ;  "  If  it  should  be  he  !  " 
She  anxiously  listened  to  the  steps  of  the  traveller,  sure 
that  he  would  stop  at  the  gate  to  demand  hospitality.  But 
he  had  passed  by  and  she  felt  sad,  as  though  she  had  ex- 
perienced a  deception  ;  then  after  a  moment  she  understood 
the  feverish  excitement  of  her  hopes,  and  smiled  at  her  own 
folly. 

A  little  calmer,  she  let  her  thoughts  float  down  the  stream 
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of  a  more  reasonable  reverie,  trying  to  pierce  the  shadows 
of  the  future  and  planning  out  her  life. 

She  would  live  here  with  him,  in  this  quiet  chateau  over- 
looking the  sea.  She  would  have  two  children,  a  son  for 
him,  and  a  daughter  for  herself,  and  she  pictured  them 
running  on  the  grass  between  the  plane-tree  and  the  linden, 
while  their  father  and  mother  followed  their  movements  with 
proud  eyes,  sometimes  exchanging  looks  full  of  love  above 
their  heads. 

She  stayed  dreaming  until  the  moon  had  finished  her 
journey  across  the  sky,  and  began  to  descendinto  the  sea.  The 
air  became  cooler.  Towards  the  east  the  horizon  was  getting 
lighter.  A  cock  crowed  in  the  farm  on  the  right,  others 
answered  from  the  farm  on  the  left,  their  hoarse  notes,  com- 
ing through  the  walls  of  'the  poultry-houses,  seeming  to  be 
a  long  way  off,  and  the  stars  were  disappearing  from  the 
immense  dome  of  the  sky  which  had  gradually  whitened. 
The  little  chirp  of  a  bird  sounded  ;  warblings,  timid  at  first, 
came  from  amongst  the  leaves ;  then,  getting  bolder,  they 
became  vibrating,  joyous,  and  spread  from  branch  to  branch, 
from  tree  to  tree.  Jeanne  suddenly  felt  a  bright  light ;  and 
raising  her  head,  which  she  had  buried  in  her  hands,  she 
Bhut  her  eyes,  dazzled  by  the  splendour  of  the  dawn. 

A  mountain  of  crimson  clouds,  partly  hidden  by  the 
avenue  of  poplars,  cast  a  red  glow  over  the  awakened  earth, 
and,  breaking  through  the  bright  clouds,  bathing  the  trees, 
the  plain,  the  ocean,  the  whole  horizon,  in  a  fiery  light,  the 
blazing  orb  appeared. 

Jeanne  felt  mad  with  happiness.  A  delirious  joy,  an  in- 
finite tenderness  before  the  splendour  of  nature  filled  her 
heart.  It  was  her  sunrise  !  her  dawn  !  the  beginning  of  her 
life  !  the  rising  of  her  hopes  !  She  stretched  out  her  arms 
towards  the  radiant  space,  with  a  longing  to  embrace  the 
sun;  she  wanted  to  speak,  to  cry  aloud  something  divine 
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like  this  day-break ;  but  she  remained  dumb  in  a  state  of 
impotent  ecstasy.  Then,  laying  her  forehead  on  her  hands, 
her  eyes  filled  with  tears,  and  she  cried  for  joy. 

When  she  again  raised  her  head  the  glorious  colours  of 
the  dawning  day  had  already  disappeared.  She  felt  calmer 
and  a  little  tired  and  chilled.  Leaving  the  window  open, 
she  threw  herself  on  the  bed,  mused  for  a  few  minutes 
longer,  than  fell  into  such  a  sound  sleep  that  she  did  not 
hear  her  father  calling  her  at  eight  o'clock,  and  only  awoke 
when  he  came  into  her  room. 

He  wanted  to  show  her  the  improvements  that  had  been 
made  in  the  chateau  ;  in  her  chateau. 

The  back  of  the  house  was  separated  from  the  village 
road,  which  half-a-mile  further  on  joined  the  high  road  from 
Havre  to  Fecamp,  by  a  large  sort  of  court  planted  with 
apple-trees.  A  straight  path  went  across  it  leading  from 
the  steps  of  the  house  to  the  wooden  fence,  and  the  low, 
thatched  out-houses,  built  of  flints  from  the  beach,  ran  the 
whole  length  of  two  sides  of  the  court,  which  was  separated 
from  the  adjoining  farms  by  two  long  ditches. 

The  roof  of  the  chateau  had  been  repaired,  the  wood-work 
restored,  and  the  walls  mended  ;  all  the  inside  of  the  house 
had  been  painted  and  the  rooms  had  fresh  hangings,  and  on 
the  old  decaying  grey  walls  the  snowy  shutters  and  the  new 
plaster  stood  out  like  white  stains.  One  of  Jeanne's  windows 
was  in  the  front  of  the  house,  which  looked  out  over  the 
little  wood  and  the  wall  of  wind-torn  elms,  on  to  the  sea. 

Arm  in  arm  Jeanne  and  the  baron  went  all  over  the 
ch§,teau  without  missing  a  single  corner,  and  then  they 
walked  slowly  along  the  long  poplar  avenues  which  enclosed 
the  park,  as  it  was  called.  The  grass  had  grown  under  the 
trees,  making  a  green  cai'pet,  and  the  grove  at  the  bottom 
was  delightfully  pretty  with  its  little  winding  paths,  separ- 
ated by  leafy  walls,  running  in  and  out. 
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Jeanne  was  startled  by  a  hare  springing  suddenly  across 
their  path  ;  it  ran  down  the  slope  and  made  off  towards  the 
cliff,  among  the  rushes. 

After  breakfast,  Madame  Aedlaide  went  to  lie  down  as  she 
had  not  yet  recovered  from  the  fatigue  of  the  journey,  and 
the  baron  proposed  that  he  and  Jeanne  should  walk  to 
Yport.  They  set  off,  going  through  the  hamlet  of  Etouvent 
in  which  was  situated  Les  Peuples,  and  three  peasants 
saluted  them  as  if  they  had  known  them  all  their  lives. 

They  entered  the  sloping  woods  which  go  right  down  to 
the  sea,  and  soon  the  village  of  Yport  came  in  sight.  The 
women,  sitting  at  their  doors  mending  clothes,  looked  up  as 
they  passed.  There  was  a  strong  smell  of  brine  in  the  steep 
street  with  the  gutter  in  the  middle  and  the  heaps  of  rubbish 
lying  before  the  doors.  The  brown  nets  to  which  a  few 
shining  shells,  looking  like  fragments  of  silver,  had  clung, 
were  drying  before  the  doors  of  the  huts  whence  came  the 
odours  of  several  families  living  in  the  same  room,  and  a  few 
pigeons  were  looking  for  food  at  the  side  of  the  gutter.  To 
Jeanne  it  was  all  as  new  and  as  curious  as  a  scene  at  a  theatre. 

Turning  a  sharp  corner,  they  suddenly  came  upon  the 
smooth  opaque  blue  sea,  and  opposite  the  beach  they  stopped 
to  look  around. 

Boats,  with  sails  looking  like  the  wings  of  white  bird's, 
were  in  the  offing ;  to  the  right  and  left  rose  the  high  cliffs  ; 
a  sort  of  cape  interrupted  the  view  on  one  side,  while  on 
the  other  the  coast-line  stretched  out  till  it  could  no  lono'er 
be  distinguished,  and  a  harbour  and  some  houses  could  be 
seen  in  a  bay  a  little  way  off.  Tiny  waves  fringing  the  sea 
with  foam,  broke  on  the  beach  with  a  faint  noise,  and  some 
Normandy  boats,  hauled  up  on  the  shingle,  lay  on  their 
sides  with  the  sun  shining  on  their  tai-red  planks  ;  a  few 
fishermen  were  getting  them  ready  to  go  out  with  the 
evening  tide. 
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A  sailor  came  up  with  some  fish  to  sell,  and  Jeanne  bought 
a  brill  that  she  insisted  on  carrying  home  herself.  Then 
the  man  offered  his  services  if  ever  they  wanted  to  go  sail- 
ing, telling  them  his  name,  "  Lastique,  Josephin  Lastique," 
over  and  over  again  so  that  they  should  not  forget  it.  The 
baron  promised  to  remember  him,  and  then  they  started  to 
go  back  to  the  chateau. 

As  the  large  fish  was  too  heavy  for  Jeanne,  she  passed 
her  father's  stick  through  its  gills,  and  carrying  it  between 
them,  they  went  gaily  up  the  hill,  with  the  wind  in  their 
faces,  chattering  like  two  children ;  and  as  the  brill  made 
their  arms  ache,  they  let  it  drop  lower  and  lower  till  its  big 
tail  swept  along  the  grass. 
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A  J)ELIGHTFUL  life  of  freedom  began  for  Jeanue.  She  read, 
dreamed,  aud  wandered  about  all  alone,  walking  slowly  along 
the  road,  building  castles  in  the  air,  or  dancing  down  the 
little  winding  valleys  whose  sloping  sides  were  covered  with 
golden  gorse.  Its  strong,  sweet  odour,  increased  by  the 
heat,  intoxicated  her  like  a  perfumed  wine,  while  she  was 
lulled  by  the  distant  sound  of  the  waves  breaking  on  the 
beach.  When  she  was  in  an  idle  mood  she  would  throw 
herself  down  on  the  thick  grass  of  the  hill-side,  and  some- 
times when  at  the  turn  of  a  road  she  suddenly  caught  a 
glimpse  of  the  blue  sea,  sparkling  in  the  light  of  the  sun, 
with  a  white  sail  at  the  horizon,  she  felt  an  inordinate  joy, 
a  mysterious  presentiment  of  future  happiness. 

She  loved  to  be  alone  with  the  calm  beauty  of  nature,  and 
would  sit  motionless  for  so  long  on  the  top  of  a  hill,  that 
the  wild  rabbits  would  bound  fearlessly  up  to  her ;  or  she 
would  run  swiftly  along  the  cliff,  exhilarated  by  the  pure 
air  of  the  hills,  and  finding  an  exquisite  pleasure  in  being 
able  to  move  without  fatigue,  like  the  swallows  in  the  air 
and  the  fish  in  the  water. 

Very  fond  of  bathing,  and  strong,  fearless,  and  unconscious 
of  danger,  she  would  swim  out  to  sea  till  she  could  no 
longer  be  perceived  from  the  shore,  feeling  refreshed  by  the 
cool  water,  and  enjoying  the  rocking  of  its  clear  blue  waves. 
When  she  was  a  long  way  out,  she  floated,  and,  with  her 
arms  crossed  on  her  breast,  gazed  at  the  deep,  blue  sky, 
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against  which  a  swallow  or  the  white  outline  of  a  sea-gull 
could  sometimes  be  seen.  No  noise  could  be  heard  except 
the  far  away  murmur  of  the  waves  breaking  on  the  beach, 
and  the  vague,  confused,  almost  imperceptible  sound  of  the 
pebbles  being  drawn  down  by  the  receding  waves.  When 
she  went  out  too  far,  a  boat  put  off  to  bring  her  in  and  she 
would  return  to  the  chateau  pale  with  hunger,  but  not  at  all 
tired,  with  a  smile  on  her  lips,  and  her  eyes  dancing  with  joy. 

The  baron  was  planning  great  agricultural  improvements  ; 
he  wanted  to  make  experiments,  to  try  new  machines,  to 
acclimatise  foreign  plants,  and  he  passed  part  of  his  time 
talking  to  the  peasants  who  shook  their  heads  and  refused 
to  believe  in  his  ideas. 

He  often  went  on  the  sea  with  the  sailors  of  Yport,  and 
when  he  had  seen  the  caves,  the  springs,  and  the  rocks  that 
were  of  any  interest  in  the  neighbourhood,  he  fished  like  a 
common  seaman.  On  windy  days,  when  the  breeze  filled  the 
sails  and  forced  the  boat  over  till  its  edge  touched  the  water, 
and  the  mackerel-nets  trailed  over  the  sides,  he  would  hold 
a  slender  fishing-line,  waiting  with  anxiety  for  the  bite  of  a 
fish.  Then  he  went  out  in  the  moonlight  to  take  up  the 
nets  set  the  night  before  (for  he  loved  to  hear  the  creaking 
of  the  masts,  and  to  breathe  the  fresh  night  air)  and,  after 
a  long  time  spent  in  tacking  about  to  find  the  buoys,  guided 
by  a  ridge  of  rocks,  the  spire  of  a  church,  or  the  light-house 
at  Fecamp,  he  liked  to  lie  still  luider  the  first  rays  of  the 
rising  sun  which  turned  into  a  glittering  mass  the  slimy 
rays  and  the  white-bellied  turbot  which  lay  on  the  deck  of 
the  boat. 

At  every  meal,  he  gave  a  glowing  account  of  his  excursions, 
and  the  baroness,  in  her  turn,  would  tell  him  how  many 
times  she  had  walked  up  and  down  the  long  poplar-avenues 
on  the  right  next  to  the  Couillards'  farm,  the  other  one  not 
having  enough  sun  on  it. 
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She  had  been  advised  to  "  take  exercise,"  and  she  walked 
for  hours  together.  As  soon  as  the  sun  was  high  enough 
for  its  warmth  to  be  felt  she  went  out,  leaning  on  Rosalie's 
arm,  and  enveloped  in  a  cloak  and  two  shawls,  with  a  red 
scarf  on  her  head  and  a  black  hood  over  that. 

Then  she  began  a  long,  uninteresting  walk  from  the 
corner  of  the  chateau  to  the  first  shrubs  of  the  wood  and 
back  again.  Her  left  foot,  which  dragged  a  little,  had 
traced  two  fuiTows  where  the  grass  had  died.  At  each  end 
of  the  path  she  had  had  a  bench  placed,  and  every  five 
minutes  she  stopped,  saying  to  the  poor,  patient  maid  who 
supported  her  :  "  Let  us  sit  down,  my  girl ;  I  am  a  little 
tired." 

And  at  each  rest  she  left  on  one  or  other  of  the  benches 
first  the  scarf  which  covered  her  head,  then  one  shawl,  then 
the  other,  then  the  hood,  and  then  the  cloak ;  and  all 
these  things  made  two  big  bundles  of  wraps  which  Rosalie 
carried  in  on  her  free  arm,  when  they  went  in  to  lunch. 

In  the  afternoon  the  baroness  recommenced  her  walk  in  a 
feebler  way,  taking  longer  rests,  and  sometimes  dozing  for 
an  hour  at  a  time  on  a  couch  that  was  wheeled  out  of  doors 
for  her.  She  called  it  taking  "her  exercise,"  in  the  same 
way  as  she  spoke  of  "my  hypertrophy." 

A  doctor  she  had  consulted  ten  years  before  because  she 
suffered  from  palpitations,  had  hinted  at  hypertrophy. 
Since  then  she  had  constantly  used  this  word,  though  she 
did  not  in  the  least  understand  what  it  meant,  and  she  was 
always  making  the  baron,  and  Jeanne,  and  Rosalie  put  their 
hands  on  her  heart,  though  its  beatings  could  not  be  felt, 
so  buried  was  it  under  her  bosom.  She  obstinately  refused 
to  be  examined  by  any  other  doctor  in  case  he  should  say 
she  had  another  malady,  and  she  spoke  of  "  her  hyper- 
trophy "  so  often  that  it  seemed  as  though  this  affection  of 
the  heart  were  peculiar  to  her,  and  belonged  to  her  like 
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something  unique  to  which  no  one  else  had  any  right.  The 
baron  and  Jeanne  said  "  my  wife's "  or  "  mamma's  hyper- 
trophy "  in  the  same  way  as  they  would  have  spoken  of  her 
dress  or  her  umbrella. 

She  had  been  very  pretty  when  she  was  young,  and  as 
slender  as  a  reed.  After  flirting  with  the  ofBcers  of  all  the 
regiments  of  the  Empire,  she  had  read  Corinne  which  had 
made  her  cry  and,  in  a  certain  measure,  altered  her  char- 
acter. 

As  her  waist  got  bigger  her  mind  became  more  and  more 
poetical,  and  when,  through  her  size,  she  had  to  remain 
nearly  all  day  in  her  arm-chair,  she  dreamed  of  love-adven- 
tures of  which  she  was  always  the  heroine ;  always  thinking 
of  the  sort  she  liked  best,  like  a  hand-organ  continually  re- 
peating the  same  air.  The  languishing  romances,  where  they 
talk  about  captives  and  swallows,  always  made  her  cry ;  and 
she  even  liked  some  of  Beranger's  coarse  verses  because  of  the 
grief  they  expressed.  She  would  sit  motionless  for  hours, 
lost  in  thought,  and  she  was  very  fond  of  Les  Peiiples  be- 
cause it  served  as  a  scene  for  her  dreams,  the  surrounding 
woods,  the  sea,  and  the  waste  land  reminding  her  of  Sir  Walter 
Scott's  books  which  she  had  lately  been  reading. 

On  rainy  days  she  stayed  in  her  room  looking  over  what 
she  called  her  "  relics."  They  were  all  her  old  letters ; 
those  from  her  father  and  mother,  the  baron's  when  she  was 
engaged  to  him,  and  some  others  besides.  She  kept  them 
in  a  mahogany  escritoire  with  copper  sphinxes  at  the  corners, 
and  she  always  used  a  particular  tone  when  she  said : 
"  Rosalie,  bring  me  my  souvenir-drawer." 

The  maid  would  open  the  escritoire,  take  out  the  drawer, 
and  place  it  on  a  chair  beside  her  mistress,  who  slowly  read 
tlie  letters  one  by  one,  occasionally  letting  fall  a  tear. 

Jeanne  sometimes  took  Rosalie's  place  and  accompanied 
her  mother's  walks,  and  listened  to  her  reminiscences  of  child- 


2ij 


A  WOMAN'S  LIFE. 


hood.  The  young  girl  recognised  herselt  in  these  tales,  and 
was  astouisheil  to  find  that  her  mother's  thouglits  and  hopes 
had  been  the  same  as  hers ;  for  every  one  imagines  that  he 
is  the  first  to  experience  those  feelings  which  made  the 
hearts  of  our  first  parents  beat  quicker,  and  which  will  con- 
tinue to  exist  in  human  hearts  till  the  end  of  time. 

These  tales,  often  interrupted  for  several  seconds  by  the 
baroness's  want  of  breatli,  were  told  as  slowly  as  she  walked, 
and  Jeanne  let  her  thouglits  run  on  to  the  happy  future, 
without  waiting  to  hear  the  end  of  her  mother's  anecdotes. 

One  afternoon,  as  they  were  i-estiug  on  the  seat  at  the 
bottom  of  the  walk,  they  saw  a  fat  priest  coming  towards 
them  from  the  other  end  of  the  avenue.  He  bowed,  put  on 
a  smiling  look,  bowed  again  when  he  was  about  three  feet 
off,  and  cried : 

'■  Well,  Madame  la  baronne,  and  how  are  we  to-day?" 

He  was  the  cure  of  the  parish. 

The  baroness,  bom  in  a  philosophical  century  and  brought 
up  in  revolutionary  times  by  a  father  who  did  not  believe 
very  much  in  anything,  did  not  often  go  to  chiu-ch,  although 
she  liked  priests  with  the  sort  of  religious  instinct  that  most 
women  have.  She  had  forgotten  all  about  the  Abbe  Picot, 
her  cure,  and  her  face  coloured  when  she  saw  him.  She 
began  to  make  excuses  for  not  having  gone  to  see  him,  but 
the  good-natured  priest  did  not  seem  at  all  put  out.  He 
looked  at  Jeanne,  complimented  her  on  her  good  looks,  sat 
down,  put  his  hat  on  his  knees,  and  wiped  his  forehead. 

He  was  a  very  fat,  red-faced  man,  who  perspired  very 
freely.  Every  minute  he  drew  an  enormous,  checked  hand- 
kerchief from  his  pocket  and  wiped  his  face  and  neck;  but  he 
had  hardly  put  it  back  again  when  fresh  drops  appeared  on 
his  skin  and,  falling  on  his  cassock,  made  the  dust  on  it  into 
little,  round  spots.  He  was  a  true  country  priest,  lively 
and  tolerant,  talkative  and  honest.      He  told  anecdotes, 
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talked  about  the  peasants,  and  did  not  seem  to  have  noticed 
that  his  two  parishioners  had  not  been  to  mass ;  for  the 
baroness  always  tried  to  reconcile  her  vague  ideas  of  religion 
to  her  indolence;  and  Jeanne  was  too  happy  at  having  left 
the  convent,  where  she  had  been  sickened  of  holy  ceremonies, 
to  think  about  going  to  church. 

The  baron  joined  them.  His  pantheistic  religion  made 
him  indifferent  to  doctrine,  and  he  asked  the  abbe,  whom  he 
knew  by  sight,  to  stay  to  dinner.  The  priest  had  the  art 
of  pleasing  every  one,  thanks  to  the  unconscious  tact  that 
is  acquired  by  the  most  ordinary  men  called  by  fate  to  ex- 
ercise any  moral  power  over  their  fellow  creatures,  and  the 
baroness,  attracted  perhaps  by  one  of  those  affinities  which 
draw  similar  natures  togethei',  paid  every  attention  to 
him,  the  fat  man's  sanguine  face  and  short  breath  agreeing 
with  her  gasping  obesity.  By  the  time  dessert  was  placed  on 
the  table  he  had  begun  telling  funny  stories,  with  thelaisser- 
aller  of  a  man  who  has  had  a  good  dinner  in  congenial 
society. 

All  at  once,  as  though  a  good  idea  had  just  occurred  to 
him,  he  exclaimed : 

"  Oh,  I  have  a  new  parishioner  I  must  introduce  to  you, 
M.  le  Vicomte  de  Lamare." 

The  baroness,  Avho  had  all  the  heraldry  of  the  province  at 
her  finger  ends,  asked  ; 

"  Does  he  belong  to  the  family  of  Lamare  de  I'Eure  1 " 

The  priest  bowed : 

"Yes,  madame ;  he  is  the  son  of  the  ^'icomte  Jean  de 
Lamare,  who  died  last  year. 

Then  Madame  Adelaide,  who  loved  the  aristocracy  above 
everything,  asked  a  great  manj  questions,  and  learnt  that 
the  young  man  had  sold  the  family  chateau  to  pay  his 
father's  debts,  and  had  come  to  live  on  one  of  the  three 
farms  that  he  owned  at  Etouvent. 
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This  property  only  brought  in  about  five  or  six  thousand 
livres  a  year,  but  the  vicomte  was  of  a  fore-seeing,  economical 
disposition  and  meant  to  live  quietly  for  two  or  three  years, 
so  that  he  might  save  enough  to  go  into  society  and  marry 
well,  without  having  to  get  into  debt  or  mortgage  his  farms. 

"  He  is  a  charming  young  fellow,"  added  the  cure ;  "  and 
so  steady,  so  quiet.  But  he  can't  find  many  amusements  in 
the  country." 

"  Bring  him  to  see  us,  M.  I'Abbe,"  daid  the  baron ;  "  he 
miffht  Hke  to  come  here  sometimes."  And  then  the  con- 
versation  turned  to  other  subjects. 

When  they  went  into  the  drawing-room  the  priest  asked 
if  he  might  go  out  into  the  garden,  as  he  was  used  to  a  little 
exercise  after  meals.  The  baron  went  out  with  him,  and 
they  walked  backwards  and  forwards  the  whole  length  of 
the  chiteau,  while  their  two  shadows,  the  one  thin,  and  the 
other  quite  round  and  looking  as  though  it  had  a  mushroom 
on  its  head,  fell  sometimes  before  and  sometimes  behind 
them,  according  as  they  walked  towards  the  moon  or  turned 
their  backs  on  it.  The  cure  chewed  a  sort  of  cigarette 
that  he  had  taken  from  his  pocket ;  he  told  the  baron  why 
he  used  it  in  the  plain  speech  of  a  countryman  : 

"  It  is  to  help  the  digestion ;  my  liver  is  rather  sluggish." 

Looking  at  the  sky  where  the  bright  moon  was  sailing 
along,  he  suddenly  said  : 

"  That's  a  sight  one  never  gets  tired  of." 

Then  he  went  in  to  say  good-bye  to  the  ladies. 
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The  next  Sunday  the  baroness  and  Jeanne  went  to  mass  out 
of  deference  to  their  cure,  and  after  it  was  over  they  waited 
to  ask  him  to  luncheon  for  the  following  Thursday.  He 
came  out  of  the  vestry  with  a  tall,  good-looking,  young  man 
who  had  familiarly  taken  his  arm. 

As  soon  as  he  saw  the  two  ladies  he  gave  a  look  of  pleased 
surprise,  and  exclaimed  : 

"  What  a  lucky  thing !  Madame  la  baronne  and  Mile. 
Jeanne,  permit  me  to  present  to  you  your  neighbour,  M.  le 
Vicomte  de  Lamare." 

The  vicomte  bowed,  expressed  the  desire  he  had  long  felt 
to  make  their  acquaintance,  and  began  to  talk  with  the  ease 
of  a  man  accustomed  to  good  society.  His  face  was  one 
that  women  raved  about  and  that  all  men  disliked.  His 
black,  curly  hair  fell  over  a  smooth,  bronzed  forehead,  and 
long,  regular  eyebrows  gave  a  depth  and  tenderness  to  his 
dark  eyes.  Long,  thick  lashes  lent  to  his  glance  the  pas- 
sionate eloquence  which  thrills  the  heart  of  the  high-born 
lady  in  her  boudoir,  and  makes  the  poor  girl,  with  her  basket 
on  her  arm,  turn  round  in  the  street,  and  the  languorous 
charm  of  his  eyes,  with  their  whites  faintly  tinged  with  blue, 
gave  importance  to  his  least  word  and  made  people  believe 
in  the  profoundness  of  his  thought.  A  thick,  silky  beard 
hid  a  jaw  which  was  a  little  heavy. 

After  mutual  compliments  he  said  good-bye  to  the  ladies ; 
and  two  days  afterwards  made  his  first  call  at  the  chateau. 
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He  arrived  just  as  they  were  looking  at  a  rustic-seat, 
placed  only  that  morning  under  tlie  big  plane-tree  opposite 
the  drawing-room  windows.  The  baron  wanted  to  have 
another  one  under  the  linden  to  make  a  pair,  but  the 
baroness,  who  disliked  things  to  be  exactly  symmetrical, 
said  no.  The  vicomte,  on  being  asked  his  opinion,  sided 
with  the  baroness. 

Then  he  talked  about  the  surrounding  country,  which  he 
thought  very  "  picturesque,"  and  about  the  charming  "  bits  " 
he  had  come  across  in  his  solitary  walks.  From  time  to 
time  his  eyes  met  Jeanne's,  as  though  by  chance ;  and  she 
felt  a  strange  sensation  at  these  sudden  looks  which  were 
quickly  turned  away  and  which  expressed  a  lively  admira- 
tion and  sympathy. 

M.  de  Lamare's  father,  who  had  died  the  year  before,  had 
known  an  intimate  friend  of  il.  des  Cultaux,  the  baroness's 
father,  and  the  discovery  of  this  mutual  acquaintance  gave 
rise  to  endless  conversation  about  marriages,  births,  and 
relationships.  The  baroness,  with  prodigious  feats  of 
memory,  talked  about  the  ancestors  and  descendants  of 
numerous  families,  and  traversed  the  complicated  labyrinths 
of  different  genealogies  without  ever  losing  herself. 

"  Tell  me,  vicomte,  have  you  ever  heard  of  the  Saunoys  de 
Varfleur]  Gontran,  the  elder  son,  married  Mademoiselle  de 
Coursil,  one  of  the  Coursil-Courvilles ;  and  the  yoimger 
married  a  cousin  of  mine,  Mademoiselle  de  la  Roche-Aubert, 
who  was  related  to  the  Crisanges.  Now,  M.  de  Crisange 
was  an  intimate  friend  of  my  father,  and  no  doubt  knew 
yours  also." 

"  Yes,  madame ;  was  it  not  the  M.  de  Crisange  who  emi- 
grated, and  whose'son  ruined  himself?" 

"  That  is  the  very  man.  He  had  proposed  for  my  aunt 
after  the  death  of  her  husband,  the  Comte  d'^lretry,  but  she 
would  not  accept  him  because  he  took  snuff.    By  tlie  way. 
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do  you  know  what  has  become  of  the  Viloises  ?  They  left 
Touraine  about  1813,  after  a  reverse  of  fortune,  to  go  and  live 
in  Auvergne;  and  I  have  never  heard  anything  of  them  since." 

"  I  believe,  madame,  that  the  old  marquis  was  killed  by  a 
fall  from  his  horse,  leaving  one  daughter  married  to  an 
Englishman,  and  the  other  to  a  rich  merchant  who  had 
seduced  her." 

Names  they  had  heard  their  parents  mention  when  they 
were  children  returned  to  their  minds,  and  the  marriages  of 
these  people  seemed  as  important  to  them  as  great  f)ublic 
events.  They  talked  about  men  and  women  tbey  had  never 
seen  as  if  they  knew  them  well,  and  these  people,  living  so 
far  away,  talked  about  them  in  the  same  manner,  and  they 
felt  as  though  they  were  acquainted  with  each  other,  almost 
as  if  they  were  friends  or  relations,  simply  because  they 
belonged  to  the  same  class  and  were  of  equal  rank. 

The  baron  who  was  rather  unsociable,  his  philosophic  views 
disagreeing  with  the  beliefs  and  prejudices  of  the  people  of 
his  own  rank,  did  not  know  any  of  the  families  living  near, 
and  asked  the  vicomte  about  them. 

"  Oh,  there  are  very  few  good  families  around  here," 
answered  M.  de  Lamare,  in  the  same  tone  as  he  would  have 
said  that  there  were  not  many  rabbits  on  the  hills,  and  he 
entered  into  details  about  them. 

There  were  only  three  families  of  rank  in  the  neighbour- 
hood ;  the  Marquis  de  Coutelier,  the  head  of  the  Normandy 
aristocracy ;  the  Vicomte  and  Vicomtesse  de  Briseville, 
people  who  were  very  well-born  but  held  themselves  rather 
aloof ;  and  lastly,  the  Comte  de  Fourville,  a  sort  of  fire-eater 
who  was  said  to  be  worrying  his  wife  to  death,  and  who  lived 
in  the  Chateau  de  la  Vrillette,  which  was  built  on  a  lake, 
passing  his  time  in  hunting  and  shooting.  A  few  parvenus 
had  bought  property  in  the  neighbourhood,  but  the  vicomte 
did  not  know  them. 
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He  rose  to  go,  and  his  last  look  was  for  Jeanne  as  though 
he  would  have  made  his  adieu  to  her  specially  friendly  and 
tender. 

The  baroness  thought  him  charming  and  very  comme  il 
faut,  and  the  baron  remarked  that  he  was  a  very  well- 
educated  man.  He  was  asked  to  dinner  the  following  week, 
and  after  that  he  visited  the  chateau  regularly. 

Generally  he  came  about  four  o'clock,  joined  the  baroness 
in  "her  avenue,"  and  insisted  on  her  leaning  on  his  arm  to 
take  "  her  exercise."  When  Jeanne  was  at  home  she  sup- 
ported her  mother  on  the  other  side  and  all  three  walked 
slowly  up  and  down  the  long  path.  He  did  not  talk  to  the 
young  girl,  but  often  his  dark,  velvety  eyes  met  Jeanne's, 
which  were  like  blue  agate. 

Sometimes  they  walked  down  to  Yport  with  the  baron, 
and  one  evening,  as  they  were  standing  on  the  beach,  old 
Lastique  came  up  to  them,  and,  without  taking  his  pipe 
from  his  mouth,  for  it  would  have  been  stranger  to  see  him 
without  his  pipe  than  without  his  nose,  said  : 

"  With  this  wind,  M'sieu'  I'baron,  you'd  be  able  to  go  to 
^Itretat  and  back  to-morrow  quite  easily." 

Jeanne  clasped  her  hands  together ;  "  Oh,  papa  !  If  only 
you  would  ! " 

The  baron  turned  to  M.  de  Lamare. 

"  Will  you  go,  vicomte  1  We  could  have  lunch  over  there." 
And  the  excursion  was  planned  for  the  following  dav. 

The  next  morning  Jeanne  was  up  at  daybreak.  She 
waited  for  her  father  who  took  longer  to  dress,  and  then 
they  walked  over  the  dewy  plain  and  through  the  wood 
filled  with  the  sweet  songs  of  the  birds,  down  to  Yport, 
where  they  foiuid  the  vicomte  and  old  Lastique  sitting  on 
the  capstan  of  their  little  vessel. 

Two  sailors  helped  to  start  the  boat,  by  puttingtheir  should- 
ers to  the  sides  and  pushing  with  all  tlicir  might.    It  was 
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hard  to  move  over  the  level  part  of  the  beach,  and  Lastique 
slipped  rollers  of  greased  -wood  under  the  keel,  then  went  back 
to  his  place  and  drawled  out  his  long  "  Heave  oh  !  "  which 
was  the  signal  for  them  all  to  push  together,  and  when  they 
came  to  the  slant  of  the  beach,  the  boat  set  off  all  at  once, 
sliding  over  the  round  pebbles,  and  making  a  grating  noise  like 
the  tearing  of  linen.  It  stopped  short  at  the  edge  of  the 
waves  and  they  all  got  in,  except  the  two  sailors,  who  pushed 
the  boat  off. 

A  light,  steady  breeze  blowing  towards  the  land  just 
ruffled  the  surface  of  the  water.  The  sail  was  hoisted,  filled 
out  a  little,  and  the  boat  moved  gently  along  hardly  rocked 
by  the  waves. 

At  first  they  sailed  straight  out  to  sea.  At  the  horizon 
the  sky  could  not  be  distinguished  from  the  ocean ;  on  land 
the  high  steep  cliff  had  a  deep  shadow  at  its  foot.  Behind 
could  be  seen  the  brown  sails  of  the  boats  leaving  the  white 
pier  of  Fecamp,  and  before  lay  a  rounded  rock  with  a  hole 
right  through  it,  looking  like  an  elephant  thrusting  its  trunk 
into  the  water. 

Jeanne,  feeling  a  little  dizzied  by  the  rocking  of  the  boat, 
sat  holding  one  side  with  her  hand,  and  looking  out  to  sea  ; 
light,  space  and  the  ocean  seemed  to  her  to  be  the  only 
really  beautiful  things  in  creation.  No  one  spoke.  From 
time  to  time  old  Lastique,  who  was  steering,  drank  some- 
thing out  of  a  bottle  placed  within  his  reach  under  the  seat. 
He  smoked  his  stump  of  a  pipe  which  seemed  uuextinguish- 
able,  and  a  small  cloud  of  blue  smoke  went  up  from  it  while 
another  issued  from  the  corner  of  his  mouth  ;  he  was  never 
seen  to  relight  the  clay  bowl,  which  was  coloiu'ed  blacker 
than  ebony,  or  to  refill  it  with  tobacco,  and  he  only  removed 
the  pipe  from  his  mouth  to  eject  the  brown  saliva. 

The  baron  sat  in  the  bows  and  managed  the  sail,  perform- 
ing the  duties  of  a  sailor,  and  Jeanne  and  the  vicomtewere  side 
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by  side,  both  feeling  a  little  agitated.  Their  glances  were 
contiunally  meeting,  a  hidden  sympathy  malving  them  raise 
their  eyes  at  the  same  moment,  for  there  was  already  tliat 
vague,  subtle  fondness  between  them  which  springs  up  so 
quickly  between  two  young  people  when  the  youth  is 
good-looking  and  the  girl  is  pretty.  They  felt  happy  at 
being  close  together,  perhaps  because  each  was  thinking  of 
the  other. 

The  sun  rose  higher  and  higher  in  the  sky  as  if  to  consider 
from  a  better  vantage  point  the  vast  sea  stretched  out 
beneath  him,  while  the  latter,  like  a  coquette,  enveloped 
herself  in  a  light  mist  which  veiled  her  from  his  rays.  It 
was  a  transparent  golden  haze  which  hid  nothing  but  softened 
everything.  It  gradually  melted  away  before  the  sun's 
flaming  darts,  and  when  the  full  heat  of  the  day  began  it 
disappeared  entirely,  and  the  sea,  smooth  as  glass,  lay 
glittering  in  the  sun. 

Jeanne  murmured  enthusiastically,  "  How  lovely  it  is  !  " 

The  vicomte  answered  "  Yes,  it  is  indeed  beautiful."  And 
their  hearts  felt  as  bright  as  the  clear  morning  itself. 

Suddenly,  looking  as  if  the  cliff  bestrode  part  of  the  sea, 
appeared  the  great  arcades  of  Etretat,  high  enough  for  a 
ship  to  pass  underneath  with  tlie  point  of  a  sharp  white 
rock  rising  out  of  the  water  before  the  first  one. 

When  they  reached  the  shore,  the  vicomte  lifted  Jeanne 
out  that  she  should  not  wet  her  feet  in  landing,  while  the 
baron  held  the  boat  close  to  the  beach  with  a  rope  ;  then 
they  went  up  the  steep,  shingly  beach  side  by  side,  both 
agitated  by  this  short  embrace,  and  they  heard  old  Lastique 
say  to  the  baron  : 

"  In  my  opinion  they'd  make  a  very  handsome  couple." 

They  had  lunch  in  a  little  inn  near  the  beach.  On  the 
sea  they  had  been  quiet  but  at  table  they  had  as  much  to 
say  as  children  let  out  of  school. 
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The  most  simple  things  gave  rise  to  endless  laui^hter. 
Old  Lastique  carefulty  put  his  pipe,  which  was  still  aliglit, 
into  his  cap  before  he  sat  down  to  table;  and  everyone 
laughed.  A  fly,  attracted,  no  doubt,  by  the  sailor's  red  nose, 
persisted  on  settling  on  it,  and  when  moving  too  slowly  to 
catch  it  he  knocked  it  away,  it  went  over  to  a  very  fly- 
spotted  curtain  whence  it  seemed  to  eagerly  watch  the 
sailor's  highly-coloured  nasal  organ,  for  it  soon  flew  back  and 
settled  on  it  again. 

Each  time  the  insect  returned  a  loud  laugh  burst  out, 
and  when  the  old  man,  annoyed  by  its  tickling,  murmured  : 
"  What  a  confoundly  obstinate  fly  !  "  Jeanne  and  the  vicomte 
laughed  till  they  cried,  holding  their  serviettes  to  their 
mouths  to  prevent  themselves  shrieking  out  loud. 

When  the  coff"ee  had  been  served  Jeanne  said  : 

"  Suppose  we  go  for  a  walk  ?  " 

The  vicomte  got  up  to  go  with  her,  but  the  baron  pre- 
ferred going  out  on  the  beach  to  take  his  najJ. 

"  You  two  go,"  he  said.  "  You  will  find  me  here  in  an 
hour's  time." 

They  walked  straight  along  the  road,  passed  a  few  cottages 
and  a  little  chateau  which  looked  more  like  a  big  farm,  and 
then  foimd  themselves  in  an  open  valley.  Jeanne  had  a 
singing  in  her  ears,  and  was  thrilled  by  a  strange  sensation 
which  she  had  never  before  experienced.  Overhead  was  a 
blazing  sun,  and  on  each  side  of  the  road  lay  fields  of  ripe 
corn  drooping  under  the  heat.  The  feeble,  continuous  chirp 
of  the  swarms  of  grasshoppers  in  the  corn  and  hedges  was 
the  only  sound  to  be  heard,  and  the  sky  of  a  dazzling  blue, 
slightly  tinged  with  yellow,  looked  as  though  it  would 
suddenly  turn  red,  like  brass  when  it  is  put  tnto  a 
furnace. 

They  entered  a  little  wood  where  the  trees  were  so  thick 
that  no  sunbeams  could  penetrate  their  foliage ;  the  grass 
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had  died  from  want  of  light  and  fresh  air,  but  the  ground 
was  covered  with  moss,  and  all  around  was  a  cool  dampness 
which  chilled  them  after  the  heat  of  the  sun. 

"  See,  we  could  sit  down  over  there,"  said  Jeanne,  looking 
aroiind  her  as  they  walked  on. 

Two  trees  had  died,  and  through  the  break  in  the  foliage 
fell  a  flood  of  light,  warming  the  earth,  calling  to  life  the 
grass  and  dandelion  seeds,  and  expanding  the  delicate  flowers 
of  the  anemone  and  digitalis.  A  thousand  winged  insects — 
butterflies,  bees,  hornets,  big  gnats  looking  like  skeleton-flies> 
ladybirds  with  red  spots  on  them,  beetles  with  greenish  re- 
flections on  their  wings,  others  which  were  black  and  horned 
— peopled  this  one  warm  and  luminous  spot  in  the  midst  of 
the  cool  shadow  of  the  trees. 

Jeanne  and  the  vicomte  sat  down  with  their  heads  in  the 
shadow  and  their  feet  in  the  light.  They  watched  these  tiny 
moving  insects  that  a  sunbeam  had  called  forth,  and  Jeanne 
said  softly : 

"  How  lovely  the  country  is !  Sometimes  I  wish  I  were 
a  bee  or  a  butterfly  that  I  might  bury  myself  in  the  flowers." 

They  began  talking  about  their  own  habits  and  tastes  in 
a  low,  confidential  tone.  He  declared  himself  tired  of  his 
useless  life,  disgusted  with  society  ;  it  was  always  the  same, 
one  never  found  any  truth,  any  sincerity.  She  would  have 
liked  to  know  what  town-life  was  like  but  she  was  convinced 
beforehand  that  society  would  never  be  so  pleasant  as  a 
country-life. 

The  nearer  their  hearts  drew  to  one  another  the  more 
studiously  did  they  address  each  other  as  "monsieur"  and 
"  mademoiselle  ; "  but  they  could  not  help  their  eyes  smiling 
and  their  glances  meeting,  and  it  seemed  to  them  that  new 
and  better  feelings  were  entering  their  hearts,  makina-  them 
ready  to  love  and  take  an  interest  in  things  they  had  before 
cared  nothing  about. 
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When  they  returned  from  their  walK  they  found  that  the 
baron  had  gone  to  a  cave  formed  in  the  cliff,  called  the 
Chambre  aux  Demoiselles,  so  they  waited  for  him  at  the  inn, 
where  he  did  not  appear  till  five  o'clock,  and  then  they 
started  to  go  home.  The  boat  glided  along  so  smoothly 
that  it  hardly  seemed  to  be  moving ;  the  wind  came  in  gentle 
puffs  filling  the  sail  one  second  only  to  let  it  flap  loosely 
against  the  mast  the  next,  and  the  tired  sun  was  slowly 
approaching  the  sea.  The  stillness  around  made  them  all 
silent  for  a  long  while,  but  at  last  Jeanne  said  : 

"  How  I  should  like  to  travel !  " 

"  Yes,  but  it  would  be  rather  dull  travelling  alone,"  said 
the  vicomte.  "You  want  a  companion  to  whom  you  could 
confide  your  impressions." 

"  That  is  true,"  she  answered  thoughtfully  ;  "  still,  I  like 
to  go  for  long  walks  alone.  When  there  is  no  one  with  me 
I  build  such  castles  in  the  air." 

"But  two  people  can  better  still  plan  out  a  happy  future," 
he  said,  looking  her  full  in  the  face. 

Her  eyes  fell ;  did  he  mean  anything  1  She  gazed  at  the 
horizon  as  though  she  would  look  beyond  it ;  then  she  said 
slowly  : 

"I  should  like  to  go  to  Italy — and  to  Greece — and  to 
Corsica,  it  must  be  so  wild  and  so  beautiful  there." 

He  preferred  the  chalets  and  lakes  of  Switzerland. 

She  said,  "  No,  I  should  like  to  go  either  to  a  country 
with  little  or  no  history  like  Corsica,  or  else  to  one  with 
very  old  associations  like  Greece.  It  must  be  so  interesting 
to  find  the  traces  of  those  nations  whose  history  one  has 
known  from  childhood,  and  to  see  the  places  whei'e  such 
great  and  noble  deeds  were  done." 

"Well,  for  my  part,  I  should  like  to  go  to  England ;  it  is 
such  an  instructive  country,"  said  the  vicomte,  who  was 
more  practical  than  Jeanne. 
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Then  they  discussed  the  beauties  of  every  country  from 
the  poles  to  the  equator,  and  went  into  raptures  over  the 
unconventional  customs  of  such  nations  as  the  Chinese  or 
the  Laplanders ;  but  they  came  to  the  conclusion  that  the 
most  beautiful  land  in  the  world  is  France,  with  her 
temperate  climate — cool  in  summer  and  wann  in  winter — 
her  fertile  fields,  her  green  forests,  her  great,  calm  rivers,  and 
her  culture  of  the  fine  arts  which  has  existed  now  here  else 
since  the  palmy  days  of  Athens. 

Silence  again  fell  over  the  little  party.  The  blood-red 
sun  was  sinking,  and  a  broad  pathway  of  light  lay  in  the 
wake  of  the  boat  leading  right  up  to  the  dazzling  globe. 
The  wind  died  out,  there  was  not  a  ripple  on  the  water,  and 
the  motionless  sail  was  reddened  bv  the  ravs  of  the  setting 
sun.  The  air  seemed  to  possess  some  soothing  influence 
which  silenced  everything  around  this  meeting  of  the 
elements.  The  sea,  like  some  huge  bride,  awaited  the  fiery 
lover  who  was  approaching  her  shining,  liquid  bosom,  and 
the  sun  hastened  his  descent,  empurpled  by  the  desire  of 
their  embrace.  At  length  he  joined  her,  and  gradually 
disappeared.  Then  a  freshness  came  from  the  horizon,  and 
a  breath  of  air  rippled  the  surface  of  the  water  as  if  the 
vanished  sun  had  given  a  sigh  of  satisfaction. 

The  twilight  was  very  short,  and  the  sky  soon  became 
dark  and  studded  with  stars.  Lastique  got  out  the  oars, 
and  Jeanne  and  the  vicomte  sat  side  by  side  watching  the 
trembling,  phosphorescent  glimmer  behind  the  boat  and 
feeling  a  keen  enjoyment  even  in  breathing  the  cool  night 
air.  The  vicomte's  fingers  were  resting  against  Jeanne's 
hand  which  was  lying  on  the  seat,  and  she  did  not  draw  it 
away,  the  slight  contact  making  her  feel  happy  and  yet 
confused. 

When  she  went  to  her  room  that  evening  Jeanne  felt  so 
moved  that  the  least  thing  would  have  made  her  cry.  She 
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looked  at  the  clock  and  fancied  that  the  little  bee  throbbed 
like  a  friendly  heart ;  she  thought  of  how  it  would  be  the 
silent  witness  of  her  whole  life,  how  it  would  accompany  all 
her  joys  and  sorrows  with  its  quicic  regular  beat,  and  she 
stopped  the  gilded  insect  to  drop  a  kiss  upon  its  wings.  She 
could  have  kissed  anything,  no  matter  what,  and  suddenly 
remembering  an  old  doll  she  had  hidden  away  in  the  bottom 
of  a  drawer,  she  got  it  out  and  found  as  much  joy  in  seeing 
it  again  as  if  it  had  been  an  old  AvcU-loved  friend.  Pressing 
it  to  her  bosom  she  covered  its  painted  cheeks  and  flaxen 
hair  with  warm  kisses,  then,  still  holding  it  in  her  arms, 
she  began  to  think. 

Was  HE  tlie  husband  referred  to  by  so  many  inward 
voices,  and  was  it  by  a  supremely- kind  Providence  that  he 
was  thiis  sent  into  her  life?  Was  he  really  the  being 
created  for  her,  to  whom  her  whole  existence  would  be 
devoted  1  Were  he  and  she  really  predestined  to  unite 
their  hearts  and  so  beget  Love  1  She  did  not  yet  experience 
those  tumultuous  feelings,  those  wild  raptures,  that  pro- 
found stirring  of  her  whole  soul,  which  she  believed  to  be 
love  ;  still  she  thought  she  was  beginning  to  love  him,  for 
sometimes  she  felt  her  senses  fail  her  when  she  thought  of 
him  and  she  always  was  thinking  of  him.  Her  heart 
throbbed  in  his  presence,  her  colour  came  and  went  when 
she  met  his  glance,  and  the  sound  of  his  voice  sent  a  thrill 
through  her.    That  night  she  hardly  slept  at  all. 

Each  day  her  longing  for  love  became  greater.  She  was 
always  consulting  the  marguerites,  or  the  clouds,  or  tossing 
a  coin  in  the  air  to  see  whether  she  was  loved  or  not. 

One  evening  her  father  said  to  her  : 

"Make  yourself  look  very  pretty  to-morrow  morning, 
Jeanne." 

"Why,  papa?"  she  asked. 

"That's  a  secret,"  replied  the  baron. 
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When  she  came  down  the  next  morning,  looking  fresh 
and  bright  in  a  light  summer  dress,  she  found  the  drawing- 
room  table  covered  with  bon-bon  boxes,  and  an  enormous 
bouquet  on  a  chair. 

A  cart  turned  in  at  the  gateway  with  "  L^rat,  confectioner. 
Contractor  for  Wedding-breakfasts"  on  it,  and  Ludivine, 
with  the  aid  of  a  scullerj^-maid^  took  from  it  a  great  many 
flat  baskets  from  which  issued  an  appetising  odour. 

The  vicomte  came  in  soon  after;  his  trousers  were 
fastened  tightly  under  the  Tarnished  boots  which  showed  off 
his  small  feet  to  perfection.  His  iightly-fitting  coat  was 
closely  fastened,  excej)t  on  the  chest  where  it  opened  to 
show  the  lace  shirt-frill ;  and  a  fine  cravat,  twisted  several 
times  round  his  neck,  forced  him  to  hold  up  his  handsome 
dark  head.  His  careful  toilette  made  him  look  different 
from  usual,  and  Jeanne  stared  at  him  as  though  she  had 
never  seen  him  before  ;  she  thought  he  looked  a  perfect 
gentleman  from  head  to  foot. 

He  bowed,  and  asked  with  a  smile  : 

"Well,  godmother,  are  you  ready?" 

"  What  do  you  mean  1 "  stammered  out  Jeanne.  "  \Miat 
is  it  all  about  ? " 

"  Oh,  you  shall  know  just  now,"  answered  the  baron. 

The  carriage  drew  up  before  the  door  and  Madame 
Adelaide,  in  a  handsome  dress,  came  downstairs  leaning  on 
Eosalie  who  was  struck  with  such  admiration  at  the  sight 
of  M,  de  Lamare's  elegant  appearance,  that  the  baron 
murmured, 

"  I  say,  vicomte,  I  think  our  maid  likes  the  look  of  you." 

The  vicomte  blushed  up  to  the  roots  of  his  hair,  pre- 
tended not  to  hear  what  the  baron  said,  and,  taking  up  the 
big  bouquet,  presented  it  to  Jeanne.  Slio  took  it,  feeling 
still  more  astonished,  and  all  foiir  got  into  tlie  carriage. 

"  Really,  madame,  it  looks  like  a  wedding ! "  exclaimed 
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the  cook,  Ludivine,  who  had  brought  some  cold  broth  for 
the  baroness  to  have  before  she  started. 

When  they  reached  Yport  they  got  out,  and,  as  they 
walked  through  the  village,  the  sailors  in  new  clothes 
which  still  showed  where  the  cloth  had  been  folded,  came 
out  of  the  houses,  touched  their  hats,  shook  the  baron  by 
the  hand,  and  followed  behind  them,  forming  h  procession, 
at  the  head  of  which  walked  the  vicomte  with  Jeanne  on 
his  arm. 

On  arriving  at  the  church  a  halt  was  made.  A  choir-boy 
came  out  carrying  a  great  silver  cross,  followed  by  another 
i)ink  and  white  urchin  carrying  the  holy  water  with  the 
brush  in  it ;  behind  them  came  three  old  choristers,  one  of 
whom  limped,  then  the  serpent-player,  then  the  cure  in  a 
stole  with  a  gold  cross  embroidered  on  it.  He  saluted  the 
baron's  party  with  a  smile  and  a  nod,  then,  with  half -closed 
eyes,  his  lips  moving  in  prayer,  his  mitre  pushed  down  over 
his  eyes,  he  followed  his  surpliced  subordinates  down  to  the 
sea. 

On  the  beach  a  crowd  was  waiting  round  a  new  boat 
decorated  all  over  with  garlands ;  its  mast,  sail,  and  ropes 
were  covered  with  lung  ribbons  which  fluttered  in  the 
breeze,  and  its  name,  "  Jeanne,"  was  on  the  stern  in  gilt 
letters.  Old  Lastique  was  the  master  of  this  boat  that  the 
baron  had  had  built,  and  he  advanced  to  meet  the 
procession. 

At  the  sight  of  the  cross  all  the  men  took  off  their  caps, 
and  a  line  of  nuns,  enveloped  in  their  long,  straight,  black 
mantles,  knelt  doAvn.  The  cur^  went  to  one  end  of  the 
boat  with  the  two  choir-boys,  while  at  the  other  the  three 
old  choristers,  with  their  dirty  faces  and  hairy  chins  shown 
up  by  their  white  surplices,  sang  at  the  top  of  their  voices. 
Each  time  they  paused  to  take  breath,  the  serpent-player 
continued  his  music  alone,  and  he  blew  out  his  cheeks  till 
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his  little  grey  eyes  could  not  be  seen  and  the  very  skin  of 
his  forehead  and  neck  looked  as  if  it  was  separated  from  the 
flesh. 

The  calm,  transparent  sea,  its  ripples  breaking  on  the 
shore  with  a  faint,  grating  noise,  seemed  to  be  watching  the 
christening  of  the  tiny  boat.  Great,  white  sea-gnlls  flew  by 
with  outstretched  wings,  and  then  returned  over  the  heads 
of  the  kneeling  crowd  with  a  sweeping  flight  as  though 
they  wanted  to  see  w^hat  was  going  on. 

The  chanting  stopped  after  an  "  Amen "  which  was 
repeated  and  sustained  for  five  minutes,  and  the  priest 
gabbled  some  Latin  words  of  which  only  the  sonorous 
terminations  could  be  made  out.  Then  he  walked  all  round 
the  boat  sprinkling  it  with  holy  water,  and  conunenced  to 
murmur  the  or  emus,  stopping  opposite  the  two  sponsors 
who  were  standing  hand  in  hand. 

The  young  man's  handsome  face  was  quite  calm,  but  the 
young  girl,  almost  suffocated  by  the  palpitation  of  her 
heart,  felt  as  though  she  should  faint,  and  she  trembled  so 
violently  that  her  teeth  chattered.  The  dream  that  had 
haunted  her  for  so  long  seemed  all  at  once  to  have  become 
a  reality.  She  had  heard  this  ceremony  compared  to  a 
wedding,  the  priest  was  there  uttering  blessings,  and  sur- 
pliced  men  were  chanting  prayers ;  surely  she  was  being 
married ! 

Did  the  vicomte  feel  the  nervous  trembling  of  her  fingers? 
Did  his  heart  sympathise  with  hers  1  Did  he  understand? 
did  he  guess?  was  he  also  under  the  influence  of  an  all 
absorbing  love-dream  ?  Or  was  it  only  the  knowledge  that 
women  found  him  irresistible  that  made  him  press  her 
hand,  gently  at  first,  then  harder  and  harder  till  he  hurt 
her  1  Then,  without  changing  the  expression  of  his  face, 
that  no  one  might  notice  him,  he  said  very  distinctly  :  "Oh, 
Jeanne,  if  you  liked,  this  might  be  our  betrothal !  " 
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She  slowly  bent  her  head  with  a  movement  which  per- 
haps meant  "  yes ; "  and  some  drops  of  holy  water  fell  on 
their  hands. 

The  ceremony  was  over;  the  women  rose  from  their 
knees,  and  everyone  began  to  hurry  back.  The  cl)oir-boy 
let  the  cross  swing  from  side  to  side,  or  tilt  forward  till  it 
nearly  fell ;  the  cnre,  no  longer  praj-ing,  hurried  behind 
him ;  the  choristers  and  the  serpent-player  disappeared 
down  a  narrow  turning  to  get  back  and  undress  quickly, 
the  sailors  hastened  past  in  twos  and  threes ;  a  good  lunch 
was  waiting  for  them  at  Les  Peuples  and  the  very  thought 
of  it  quickened  their  pace  and  made  their  mouths  water. 

Sixty  sailors  and  peasants  sat  down  to  the  long  table 
laid  in  the  courtyard  under  the  apple  trees.  The  baroness 
sat  at  the  middle  of  the  table  with  the  cure  from  Yport  on 
one  side  of  her  and  the  Abbe  Picot  on  the  other ;  opposite 
her  was  the  baron  between  the  maj'Or  and  his  wife.  The 
mayoress  was  a  thin,  elderly,  country  woman  with  a  nod 
for  everyone ;  her  big  Normandy  cap  fitted  close  round  her 
thin  face,  making  her  head,  with  its  round,  astonished- 
looking  eyes,  look  like  a  white-tufted  fowl's,  and  she  ate  in 
little  jerks  as  if  she  were  pecking  at  her  plate. 

Jeanne  was  silent,  seeing  nothing,  hearing  nothing,  her 
head  turned  with  joy.  At  last  she  asked  the  vicomte,  who 
was  sitting  beside  her : 

"  What  is  your  christian  name  1 " 

"  Julien,''  he  replied  ;  "did  you  not  know?" 

She  did  not  answ»r  him,  for  she  was  thinking:  "How 
often  I  shall  repeat  that  name  to  myself." 

When  lunch  was  over  the  courtyard  was  left  to  the  sailors. 
The  baroness  began  to  take  her  exercise,  leaning  on  the 
baron  and  accompanied  by  the  two  priests,  and  Jeanne  and 
Julien  walked  down  to  the  wood,  and  wandered  along  its 
little  winding  paths.    All  at  once  he  took  her  hands  in  his. 
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"  Tell  me,"  he  said,  "  will  you  be  my  wife  1 " 
She  hung  her  head,  and  he  pleaded, 
"Do  not  keep  me  in  suspense,  I  implore  you." 
Then  she  slowly  raised  her  eyes  to  his,  and  in  that  look 
he  read  her  answer. 
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IV. 

The  baron  wont  into  Jeanne's  room  before  she  was  up  one 
morning  soon  after  the  christening  of  the  boat,  and  sat  down 
at  the  foot  of  the  bed. 

"M.  le  Vicomte  de  Lamare  has  proposed  for  you,"  he  said. 

Jeanne  would  have  lilied  to  hide  her  head  under  the  bed- 
clothes. 

"  We  told  him  we  must  think  over  his  proposal  before  we 
could  give  him  an  answer/'  continued  the  baron,  who  was 
smiling.  "  We  did  not  wish  to  arrange  anything  without 
first  consulting  you  ;  your  mother  and  I  made  no  objection 
to  the  marriage,  but  at  the  same  time  we  did  not  make  any 
promise.  You  are  a  great  deal  richer  than  he  is,  but  when 
the  happiness  of  a  life  is  at  stake  tlie  question  of  money 
ought  not  to  be  considered.  He  has  no  relations,  so  if  you 
married  him  we  should  gain  a  son,  whereas  if  you  married 
anyone  else  you  would  have  to  go  among  strangers,  and  we 
should  lose  our  daughter.  We  like  the  young  fellow,  but 
the  question  is,  do  you  like  him  1 " 

"  I  am  quite  willing  to  marry  him,  papa,"  she  stammered 
out,  blushing  to  the  roots  of  her  hair. 

The  baron  looked  into  her  eyes,  and  said  with  a  smile  : 
"  I  thought  as  much,  mademoiselle." 

Until  that  evening  Jeanne  hardly  knew  what  she  was 
doing.  She  went  throiigh  everything  mechanically,  feeling 
thoroughly  worn  out  with  fatigue  although  she  had  done 
nothing  to  tire  her.    The  vicomte  came  about  six  o'clock 
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and  found  her  sitting  with  her  mother  under  the  plane-tree, 
and  Jeanne's  heart  beat  wildly  as  the  young  man  came  calmlj' 
towards  them.  He  kissed  the  baroness's  fingers,  then,  rais- 
ing the  young  girl's  trembling  hand  to  his  lips,  he  imprinted 
on  it  a  long,  tender  kiss  of  gratitude. 

The  happy  betrothal  time  began.  The  young  couple 
spent  their  days  sitting  on  the  slope  leading  to  the  waste 
land  beyond  the  wood,  or  walking  up  and  down  the  bar- 
oness's avenue,  she  with  her  eyes  fixed  on  the  dusty  track 
her  mother's  foot  had  made,  he  talking  of  the  future.  Once 
the  marriage  agreed  to,  they  wanted  it  to  take  place  as  soon 
as  possible,  so  it  was  decided  that  they  should  be  married  in 
six  weeks'  time,  on  the  15th  of  August,  and  that  they  should 
start  on  their  wedding  tour  almost  immediately  afterwards. 
When  Jeanne  was  asked  to  what  country  she  should  like  to 
go,  she  chose  Corsica,  where  they  would  be  more  alone  than 
in  Italy. 

They  awaited  the  time  of  their  union  without  very  much 
impatience,  vaguely  desiring  more  passionate  embraces,  and 
yet  satisfied  with  a  slight  caress,  a  pressure  of  the  hand,  a 
gaze  so  long  that  each  seemed  to  read  the  other's  heart 
through  their  eyes. 

No  one  was  to  be  asked  to  the  wedding  besides  Aunt  Lison 
the  baroness's  sister,  who  v\  as  a  lady-boarder  in  a  convent  at 
Versailles. 

After  their  father's  death  the  baroness  wanted  her  sister 
to  live  with  her,  but  the  old  maid  was  convinced  that  she 
was  a  nuisance  to  everybody,  and  always  in  the  way,  and  she 
took  apartments  in  one  of  the  convents  which  open  their 
doors  to  the  solitary  and  unhappy,  tliough  she  occasionally 
spent  a  month  or  two  with  her  relations.  She  was  a  small 
woman  with  very  little  to  say,  and  always  kept  in  t'.io 
background ;  when  she  stayed  with  the  baroness  she  was 
only  seen  at  meal  times,  the  rest  of  the  day  she  spent  shut 
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up  in  her  room.  She  had  a  kind,  rather  old-looking  face, 
although  she  was  only  forty-two,  with  sad,  meek  eyes.  Her 
wishes  had  always  been  sacrificed  to  those  of  everyone  else. 
As  a  child  she  had  always  sat  quietly  in  some  corner,  never 
kissed  because  she  was  neither  pretty  nor  noisy,  and  as  a  young 
girl  no  one  had  ever  troubled  about  her.  Her  sister,  following 
the  example  of  her  parents,  ahvays  thought  of  her  as  of  some- 
one of  no  importance,  almost  like  some  object  of  furniture 
which  she  was  accustomed  to  see  every  day  but  which  never 
occupied  her  thoughts. 

She  seemed  ashamed  of  her  name,  Lise,  because  it  was  so 
girlish  and  pretty,  and  when  there  seemed  no  likelihood  of 
her  marrying,  "  Lise  "  had  gradually  changed  to  "  Lison." 
Since  the  birth  of  Jeanne  she  had  become  "  Aunt  Lison," 
a  sort  of  poor  relation  whom  everyone  treated  with  a  careless 
familiarity  which  hid  a  good-natured  contempt.  She  was 
prim  and  very  timid  even  with  her  sister  and  brother-in-law 
who  liked  her  as  they  liked  everyone,  but  whose  affection 
was  formed  of  an  indifferent  kindness,  and  an  unconscious 
compassion. 

Sometimes  when  the  baroness  was  speaking  of  the  fai-- 
away  time  of  her  childhood  she  would  say  to  fix  a  date : 
"  It  was  about  the  time  of  Lison's  mad  attempt."  She 
never  said  anything  more,  and  there  was  a  certain  mystery 
about  this  "  mad  attempt." 

One  evening,  when  she  was  about  nineteen  years  old, 
Lise  had  tried  to  drown  herself.  No  one  could  understand 
the  reason  of  this  act  of  folly,  there  was  nothing  in  her  life 
or  habits  to  at  all  account  for  it.  She  had  been  rescued 
half-dead,  and  her  parents,  shocked  at  the  deed,  had  not 
attempted  to  discover  its  cause,  but  had  only  talked  about 
her  "mad  attempt,"  in  the  same  way  as  they  had  spoken  of 
the  accident  to  the  horse  Coco,  when  he  had  broken  his  leg 
in  a  ditch  and  had  to  be  killed.    Since  then  Lise  had  been 
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thought  very  weak-minded,  and  everyone  around  her 
gradually  came  to  look  upon  her  -with  the  mild  comtempt 
with  which  her  relations  regarded  her ;  even  little  Jeanne, 
perceiving  with  the  quickness  of  a  child  how  her  parents 
treated  her  aunt,  never  ran  to  kiss  her  or  thought  of  per- 
forming any  little  services  for  her.  No  one  ever  went  to 
her  room,  and  Rosalie,  the  maid,  alone  seemed  to  know  where 
it  was  situated.  If  anyone  wanted  to  speak  to  her  a  servant 
was  sent  to  find  her,  and  if  she  could  not  be  found  no  one 
troubled  about  her,  no  one  thought  of  her,  no  one  would 
ever  have  dreamt  of  saying  : 

"  Dear  me  !  I  have  not  seen  Lisou  this  morning." 

When  she  came  down  to  breakfast  of  a  morning,  little 
Jeanne  went  and  held  up  her  face  for  a  kiss,  and  that  was 
the  only  greeting  she  received.  She  had  no  position  in  the 
house  and  seemed  destined  never  to  be  understood  even  by 
her  relations,  never  able  to  gain  their  love  or  confidence, 
and  when  she  died  she  would  leave  no  empty  chair,  no  sense 
of  loss  behind  her. 

When  anyone  said  "  Aunt  Lison  "  the  words  caused  no 
more  feeling  of  affection  in  anyone's  heart  than  if  the  coffee 
pot  or  sugar  basin  had  been  mentioned.  She  always  walked 
with  little,  quick,  noiseless  steps,  never  making  any  noise, 
never  stumbling  against  anything,  and  her  hands  seemed  to 
be  made  of  velvet,  so  light  and  delicate  was  their  handling 
of  anything  she  touched. 

Lison  arrived  at  the  chateau  about  the  middle  of  July, 
quite  upset  by  the  idea  of  the  marriage  ;  she  brought  a 
great  many  presents  which  did  not  receive  much  attention 
as  she  was  the  giver,  and  the  day  after  her  arrival  no  one 
noticed  shcwas  there.  She  could  not  take  her  eyes  off  the 
sweethearts,  and  busied  herself  about  the  trousseau  with  a 
strange  energy,  a  feverish  excitement,  working  in  her  room, 
where  no  one  came  to  see  her,  like  a  common  sempstress. 
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She  was  always  showing  the  baroness  some  handkerchiefs  she 
had  hemmed,  or  some  towels  on  which  she  had  embroidered 
the  monogram,  and  asking  ; 
"  Do  you  like  that,  Adelaide  ]  " 

The  baroness  would  carelessly  look  at  the  work  and 
answer : 

"  Don't  take  so  much  trouble  over  it,  my  dear  Lison." 

About  the  end  of  the  month,  after  a  day  of  sultry  heat, 
the  moon  rose  in  one  of  those  warm,  clear  nights  which  seem 
to  draw  forth  all  the  hidden  poetry  of  the  soul.  The  soft 
breeze  fluttered  the  hangings  of  the  quiet  drawing-room,  and 
the  shaded  lamp  cast  a  ring  of  soft  light  on  the  table  where 
the  baroness  and  her  husband  were  playing  cards.  Aunt 
Lison  was  sitting  by  them  knitting,  and  the  young  people 
were  leaning  against  the  open  window,  looking  out  at  the 
gfrden  as  it  lay  bathed  in  light. 

The  shadows  of  the  linden  and  the  plane  tree  fell  on  the 
moon-lit  grass  which  stretched  away  to  the  shadows  of  the 
wood. 

Irresistibly  attracted  by  the  beauty  of  the  night,  Jeanne 
turned  and  said  : 

"  Papa,  vie  are  going  for  a  walk  on  the  grass." 

"  Very  well,  my  dear,"  answered  the  baron,  without  look- 
ing up  from  his  game. 

Jeanne  and  the  vicomte  went  out  and  walked  slowly  down 
the  grass  till  they  reached  the  little  wood  at  the  bottom. 
They  stayed  out  so  long  that  at  last  the  baroness,  feeling 
tired  and  wanting  to  go  to  her  room,  said  : 

"  We  must  call  in  the  lovers." 

The  baron  glanced  at  the  moonlit  garden,  where  the  two 
figures  could  be  seen  walking  slowly  about. 

"Leave  them  alone,"  he  answered;  "it  is  so  pleasant  out 
of  doors;  Lison  will  wait  up  for  them ;  won't  you,  Lison?" 

The  old  maid  looked  up,  and  answered  in  her  timid  voice  : 
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"  Ob,  yes,  certainly." 

The  baron  helped  his  wife  to  rise,  and,  tired  himself  by  the 
heat  of  the  day, 

"  1  will  go  to  bed  too,"  he  said.  And  he  went  upstairs 
with  the  bai'oness. 

Then  Aunt  Lison  got  up,  and,  leaving  her  work  on  the 
arm  of  the  easy  chair,  leant  out  of  the  window  and  looked  at 
the  glorious  night.  The  two  sweethearts  were  walking  back- 
wards and  forwards  across  the  grass,  silently  pressing  each 
other's  hands,  as  they  felt  the  sweet  influence  of  the  visible 
poetry  that  surrounded  them. 

Jeanne  saw  the  old  maid's  profile  in  the  window,  with  the 
lighted  lamp  behind ; 

"  Look,"  she  said ;  "  Aunt  Lison  is  watching  us." 

"Yes,  so  she  is,"  answered  the  vicomte  in  the  tone  of  one 
who  speaks  without  thinking  of  what  he  is  saying  ;  and  they 
continued  their  slow  walk  and  their  dreams  of  love.  But 
the  dew  was  falling,  and  they  began  to  feel  chilled  ; 

"We  had  better  go  in  now,"  said  Jeanne. 

They  went  into  the  drawing-room,  and  found  Aunt  Lison 
bending  over  the  knitting  she  had  taken  up  again ;  her  thin 
fingers  were  trembling  as  if  they  were  very  tired.  Jeanne 
went  up  to  her  ; 

"Aunt,  we  will  g-o  to  bed  now,"  she  said. 

The  old  maid  raised  her  eyes  ;  they  were  red  as  if  she  had 
been  crying,  but  neither  of  the  lovers  noticed  it.  Suddenly 
the  young  man  saw  that  Jeanne's  thin  slippers  were  quite 
wet,  and  fearing  she  would  catch  cold  : 

"  Are  not  your  dear  little  feet  cold  ?  "  he  asked  affection- 
ately. 

Aunt  Lison's  fingers  trembled  so,  they  could  no  longer 
hold  the  work ;  her  ball  of  wool  rolled  across  the  floor,  and, 
hiding  her  face  in  her  hands,  she  beg^n  to  sob  convulsively. 
For  a  moment  Jeanne  and  the  vicomte  stood  looking  at  her 
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in  mute  surprise,  then  Jeanne,  feeling  frightened,  knelt  down 
beside  her,  drew  away  her  hands  from  her  face,  and  asked 
in  dismay  : 

"  What  is  it,  Aunt  Lison  ?  What  is  the  matter  with 
you  1 " 

The  poor,  old  maid,  trembling  all  over,  stammered  out  in 
a  broken  voice  : 

"  When  he  asked  you — '  Are — are  not  your  dear  little 
feet — cold  ? '  I — I  thought  how  no  one  had — had  ever  said 
anything  like  that  to  me." 

Jeanne  felt  full  of  pity  for  her  aunt,  but  it  seemed  very 
funny  to  think  of  anyone  making  love  to  Lison,  and  the 
vicomte  turned  his  head  away  to  hide  his  laughter.  Lison 
started  up,  left  her  wool  on  the  ground  and  her  knitting  on 
the  armchair,  and  abruptly  leaving  the  room  groped  her  way 
up  the  dark  staircase  to  her  bedroom. 

The  two  young  people  looked  at  one  another,  feeling  sorry 
for  her,  and  yet  rather  amused. 

"  Poor  auntie,"  murmured  Jeanne. 

"  She  must  be  a  little  mad  this  evening,"  replied  Julian. 

They  were  holding  each  other's  hands  as  if  they  could  not 
make  up  their  minds  to  say  good-night,  and  very  gently 
they  exchanged  their  first  kiss  before  Aunt  Lison's  empty 
chair.  The  next  day  they  had  forgotten  all  about  the  old 
maid's  tears. 

The  fortnight  before  her  marriage,  Jeanne  passed  calmly 
and  peacefully,  as  if  she  were  almost  exhausted  by  the 
number  of  pleasant  hours  she  had  lately  had.  The  morning 
of  the  eventful  day  she  had  no  time  to  think ;  she  was  only 
conscious  of  a  great  sense  of  nothingness  within  her,  as  if 
beneath  her  skin,  her  flesh,  and  blood,  and  bones  had  vanished, 
and  she  noticed  how  her  fingers  trembled  when  she  touched 
anything. 

She  did  not  regain  her  self-possession  till  she  was  going 
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through  the  marriage  service.  Married  !  She  was  married  1 
Everything  which  had  happened  since  dawn  seemed  a  dream, 
and  all  around  her  seemed  changed  ;  people's  gestures  had  a 
new  meaning;  even  the  hours  of  the  day  did  not  seem  to  be 
in  their  right  places.  She  felt  stunned  at  the  change.  The 
day  before  nothing  had  been  altered  in  her  life  :  iier  dearest 
hope  had  only  become  nearer — almost  within  her  grasp. 
She  had  fallen  asleep  a  girl,  now  she  was  a  woman.  She  had 
cros.sed  the  barrier  which  hides  the  future  with  all  its  ex- 
pected joys  and  fancied  happiness,  and  she  saw  before  her 
an  open  door ;  she  was  at  last  going  to  realise  her  dreams. 

After  the  ceremony  they  went  into  the  vestiy,  which  was 
nearly  empty,  for  there  were  no  wedding  guests  ;  but  when 
they  appeared  at  the  door  of  the  church  a  loud  noise  made 
the  bride  start  and  the  baroness  shriek  ;  it  was  a  salvo  fired 
by  the  peasants,  who  had  arranged  to  salute  the  bride,  and 
the  shots  could  be  heard  all  the  way  to  Les  Peuples. 

Breakfast  was  served  for  the  family,  the  cur6  from  Yport,  the 
Abbe  Picot,  and  the  witnesses.  Then  everyone  went  to  walk 
in  the  garden  till  dinner  was  ready.  The  baron  and  baroness. 
Aunt  Lison,  the  mayor,  and  the  abbe  walked  up  and  down 
the  baroness's  path,  and  the  priest  from  Yport  strode  along 
the  other  avenue  reading  his  breviary. 

From  the  other  side  of  the  chateau  came  the  noisy  laughter 
of  the  peasants  drinking  cider  under  the  apple-trees.  The 
whole  country  side  in  its  Sunday  garb  was  in  the  court,  and 
the  girls  and  young  men  were  playing  games  and  chasing 
each  other. 

Jeanne  and  Julien  went  across  the  wood,  and  at  the  top  of 
the  slope  stood  silently  looking  at  the  sea.  It  was  rather 
chilly,  although  it  was  the  middle  of  August ;  there  was  a 
north  wind,  and  the  sun  was  shining  in  the  midst  of  a  cloud- 
less sky,  so  the  young  couple  crossed  the  plain  to  find 
shelter  in  the  wooded  valley  leading  to  Yport.     In  the 
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coppice  no  wind  could  be  felt,  and  they  left  the  straight 
road  and  turned  into  a  narrow  path  running  under  the  trees. 

They  could  hardly  walk  abreast,  and  he  gently  put  his 
arm  round  her  waist ;  she  did  not  say  anything,  but  her 
heart  throbbed,  and  her  breath  came  quickly ;  the  branches 
almost  touched  their  heads,  and  they  often  had  to  bend  low 
to  pass  under  them.  She  broke  off  a  leaf ;  underneath  it  lay 
two  lady-birds  looking  like  delicate,  red  shells. 

"  Look,  it's  a  husband  and  wife,"  she  said,  innocently,  feel- 
ing a  little  more  at  ease. 

Julian's  mouth  brushed  her  ear  ; 

"To-night  you  will  be  my  little  wife,"  he  said. 

Although  she  had  learnt  a  great  deal  since  she  had  been 
living  among  the  fields,  as  yet  only  the  poetical  side  of  love 
had  presented  itself  to  her  mind,  and  she  did  not  understand 
him.    Was  she  not  already  his  wife  ? 

Then  he  began  to  drop  little  kisses  on  her  forehead,  and 
on  her  neck  just  where  some  soft,  stray  hairs  curled ;  in- 
stinctively she  drew  her  head  away  from  him,  startled  and 
yet  enraptured  by  these  kisses  to  which  she  was  not 
accustomed.  Looking  up  they  found  they  had  reached  the 
end  of  the  wood.  She  stopped,  a  little  confused  at  finding 
herself  so  far  from  home  ;  what  would  everyone  think  ? 

"  Let  us  go  back,"  she  said. 

He  withdrew  his  arm  from  her  waist,  and  as  they  turned 
round  they  came  face  to  face,  so  close  together  that  she  felt 
his  breath  on  her  cheek.  They  looked  into  each  other's  eyes, 
each  seeking  to  read  the  other's  soul,  and  trying  to  learn  its 
secrets  by  a  determined,  penetrating  gaze.  What  would  each 
be  like  ?  What  would  be  the  life  they  were  commencing  to- 
gether"? What  joys,  what  disillusions  did  married  life  re- 
serve for  them  1  Suddenly  Julien  placed  his  hands  on  his 
wife's  shoulders,  and  pi-essed  on  her  lips  such  a  kiss  as  she 
had  never  before  received,  a  kiss  which  thrilled  her  whole 
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being,  a  kiss  -which  gave  her  such  a  strange  shock  that  she 
almost  fell  to  the  grouud.    She  -wiklly  pushed  him  from  her  ; 

''  Let  us  go  back.    Let  us  go  back,"  she  stammered  out. 

He  did  not  make  any  answer,  but  took  both  her  hands  and 
held  them  in  his  own,  and  they  walked  back  to  the  house  in 
silence. 

At  dusk  a  simple  dinner  was  served,  but  there  was  a  re- 
straiut  upon  the  conversation.  The  two  priests,  the  mayor, 
and  the  four  farmers,  who  had  been  iuvited  as  witnesses, 
alone  indulged  in  a  little  of  the  coarse  gaiety  which  generally 
accompanies  a  wedding,  and  when  the  laughter  died  away 
the  mayor  would  try  to  revive  it  with  a  jest.  It  was  about 
nine  o'clock  when  the  coffee  was  served.  Out  of  doors,  under 
the  apple-ti'ees,  the  open-air  ball  had  just  commenced  ;  the 
tapers  which  had  been  hung  on  the  branches  made  the 
leaves  look  the  colour  of  verdigris,  and  through  the  open 
windows  of  the  dining-room  all  the  revelry  could  be  seen. 
The  rustics  skipped  round,  howling  a  dance-tune,  accom- 
panied by  two  violins  and  a  clarionet,  the  musicians  being- 
perched  upon  a  kitchen  table.  The  noisy  voices  of  the 
peasants  sometimes  entirely  drowned  the  sound  of  the  in- 
struments, and  the  thin  music  sounded  as  if  it  was  dropping 
from  the  sky  in  little  bits,  a  few  notes  being  scattered  every 
now  and  then. 

Two  big  barrels,  surrounded  by  flaming  torches,  provided 
drink  for  the  crowd,  and  two  servants  did  notliing  but  rinse 
glasses  and  bowls  in  a  tub,  and  then  hold  them,  dripping 
wet,  under  the  taps  whence  flowed  a  crimson  stream  of  wine, 
or  a  golden  stream  of  cider.  The  thirsty  dancers  crowded 
round,  stretched  out  their  hands  to  got  hold  of  anj'  drinking 
vessel,  and  poured  the  liquid  down  their  dust-filled  throats. 
Bread,  Gutter,  cheese,  and  sausages  were  laid  on  a  table,  and 
everyone  swallowed  a  mouthful  from  time  to  time.  As  they 
watclied  this  healthy,  noisy  fete  tlie  melancholy  guests  in 
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the  dining-room  felt  that  they  too  would  have  liked  to  join 
the  dance,  to  drink  from  the  great  casks,  and  eat  a  slice  of 
bi'ead-and-butter  and  a  raw  onion. 

"By  Jove!  they  are  enjoying  themselves!"  said  the 
mayor,  beating  time  to  the  music  with  his  knife.  "  It  makes 
one  think  of  the  wedding  feast  at  Ganache." 

There  was  a  murmur  of  suppressed  laughter. 

"  You  mean  at  Cana,"  replied  the  Abbe  Picot,  the  natural 
enemy  of  every  civil  authority. 

But  the  mayor  held  his  ground. 

"  i\o,  M.  le  cure,  I  knoAv  quite  well  what  I  am  saying ; 
when  I  say  Ganache,  I  mean  Ganache." 

After  dinner  they  went  among  the  peasants  for  a  little 
while,  and  then  the  guests  took  their  leave.  The  baron  and 
his  wife  had  a  little  quarrel  in  a  low  voice.  Madame 
Adelaide,  more  out  of  breath  than  ever,  seemed  to  be  refus- 
ing something  her  husband  was  asking  her  to  do;  and  at  last 
she  said  almost  out  loud  :  "  No,  my  dear,  I  cannot.  I 
shovddn't  know  how  to  begin."  The  baron  abruptly  left  her, 
and  went  up  to  Jeanne  ; 

"  Will  you  come  for  a  walk  with  me,  my  child  ?  "  he  said. 

"  If  you  like,  papa,"  she  answered,  feeling  a  little  uneasy. 

As  soon  as  they  were  outside  the  door  they  felt  the  wind 
in  their  faces — a  cold,  dry  wind  which  drove  the  clouds 
across  the  sky,  and  made  the  summer  night  feel  like 
autumn.  The  baron  pressed  his  daughter's  arm  closely  to 
him,  and  affectionately  pressed  her  hand.  For  some  minutes 
they  walked  on  in  silence ;  he  could  not  make  up  his  mind 
to  begin,  but,  at  last,  he  said  : 

"My  pet,' I  have  to  perform  a  very  difficult  duty  which 
really  belongs  to  your  mother ;  as  she  refuses  to  do  what  she 
ought,  I  am  obliged  to  take  her  place.  I  do  not  know  how 
much  you  already  know  of  tlie  laws  of  existence  ;  there  are 
some  things  which  are  carefully  hidden  from  children,  from 
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girls  especially,  for  girls  ought  to  remain  pure-minded  and 
perfectly  innocent  until  the  hour  their  parents  place  them  in 
the  arms  of  the  man  who,  henceforth,  has  the  care  of  their 
happiness ;  it  is  his  duty  to  raise  the  veil  drawn  over  the 
sweet  secret  of  life.  But,  if  no  suspicion  of  the  truth  has 
crossed  their  minds,  girls  are  often  shocked  by  the  somewhat 
brutal  reality  which  their  dreams  have  not  revealed  to  them. 
Wounded  in  mind,  and  even  in  body,  they  refuse  to  their 
husband  what  is  accorded  to  him  as  an  absolute  right  by 
both  human  and  natural  laws.  I  cannot  tell  you  any  more, 
my  darling ;  but  remember  this,  only  this,  that  you  belong 
entirely  to  your  husband." 

What  did  she  know  in  reality  ?  What  did  she  guess  ? 
She  began  to  tremble,  and  she  felt  low-spirited,  and  over- 
come by  a  presentiment  of  something  terrible.  When  she 
and  her  father  went  in  again  they  stopped  in  surprise  at  the 
drawing-room  door.  Madame  Adelaide  was  sobbing  on 
Julien's  shoulder.  Her  noisy  tears  seemed  to  be  forced  from 
her,  and  issued  at  the  same  time  from  her  nose,  mouth  and 
eyes,  and  the  amazed  vicomte  was  awkwardly  supporting  the 
huge  woman,  who  had  thrown  herself  in  his  arms  to  ask  him 
to  be  gentle  with  her  darling,  her  pet,  her  dear  child.  The 
baron  hurried  forward  ; 

"  Oh,  pray  do  not  make  a  scene,  do  not  let  us  have  any 
tears,"  he  said,  taking  hold  of  his  wife,  and  seating  her  in  an 
armchair  while  she  wiped  her  face.  Then  turning  towards 
Jeanne, 

"  Now  then,  my  dear,  kiss  your  mother  and  go  to  bed,"  he 
said. 

Ready  to  cry  herself,  Jeanne  quickly  kissed  her  parents 
and  ran  away.  Aunt  Lison  had  already  gone  to  her  room, 
so  the  baron  and  his  wife  were  left  alone  with  Julien.  They 
all  three  felt  very  awkward,  and  could  think  of  nothing  to 
say  ;  the  two  men,  in  their  eveiung-drcsa,  remained  standing, 
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looking  into  space,  and  Madame  Adelaide  leant  back  in  her 
arm-chair,  her  breast  still  heaved  by  an  occasional  sob.  At 
last  the  silence  became  unbearable,  and  the  baron  began  to 
talk  about  the  journey  the  young  couple  were  going  to  take 
in  a  few  days. 

Jeanne,  in  her  room,  was  being  undressed  by  Rosalie, 
whose  tears  fell  like  rain ;  her  trembling  hands  could  not 
find  the  strings  and  pins,  and  she  certainly  seemed  a  great 
deal  more  affected  than  her  mistress.  But  Jeanne  did  not 
notice  her  maid's  tears  ;  she  felt  as  though  she  had  entered 
another  world,  and  was  separated  from  all  she  had  known 
and  loved.  Everything  in  her  life  seemed  turned  upside 
down  ;  the  strange  idea  came  to  her :  "  Did  she  really  love 
her  husband?"  He  suddenly  seemed  some  stranger  she 
hardly  knew.  Three  months  before  she  had  not  even  been 
aware  of  his  existence,  and  now  she  was  his  wife.  How  had 
it  happened  1  Did  people  always  plunge  into  marriage  as 
they  might  into  some  uncovered  hole  lying  in  their  path  ? 
When  she  was  in  her  night-dress  she  slipped  into  bed,  and 
the  cool  sheets  made  her  shiver,  and  increased  the  sensation 
of  cold,  and  sadness  and  loneliness  which  had  weighed  on 
her  mind  for  two  hours.  Rosalie  went  away  still  sobbing, 
and  Jeanne  lay  still,  anxiously  awaiting  the  revelation  she 
had  partly  guessed,  and  that  her  father  had  hinted  at  in 
confused  words— awaiting  the  unveiling  of  love's  great  secret. 

There  came  three  soft  knocks  at  the  door,  though  she 
had  heard  no  one  come  upstairs.  She  started  violently,  and 
made  no  answer ;  there  was  another  knock,  and  then  the 
door-handle  was  turned.  She  hid  her  head  under  the 
clothes  as  if  a  thief  had  got  into  her  room,  and  then  came  a 
noise  of  boots  on  the  boards,  and  all  at  once  some  one 
touched  the  bed.  She  started  again,  and  gave  a  little  cry ; 
then,  uncovering  her  head,  she  saw  Julien  standing  beside 
the  bed,  looking  at  her  with  a  smile. 
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"  Oh,  how  you  frightened  me  !  "  she  said. 

"  Did  you  not  expect  me,  then  ?  "  he  asked. 

She  made  no  answer,  feeling  horribly  ashamed  of  being  seen 
in  bed  by  this  man,  wlio  looked  so  grave  and  correct  in  his  even- 
ing dress.  They  did  not  know  what  to  say  or  do  next ;  they 
hardly  dared  to  look  at  one  another,  in  this  decisive  hour, 
on  whicli  the  intimate  happiness  of  their  life  depended. 
Perhaps  he  vaguely  felt  what  perfect  self-possession,  what 
affectionate  stratagems  are  needed  not  to  hurt  the  modesty, 
the  extreme  delicacy  of  a  maiden's  heart.  He  gently  took 
her  hand  and  kissed  it ;  then,  kneeling  by  the  bed  as  he 
would  before  an  altai',  he  murmured,  iu  a  voice  soft  as  a 
sigh: 

"  Will  you  love  me  ?  " 

She  felt  a  little  reassured,  and  raised  her  head,  which  was 
covered  with  a  cloud  of  lace. 

"  I  love  you  already,  dear,"  she  said,  with  a  smile. 

He  took  his  wife's  little  slender  fingers  iu  his  mouth,  and, 
his  voice  changed  by  this  living  gag,  he  asked  : 

"  Will  you  give  me  a  proof  of  your  love  1 " 

The  question  frightened  her  again,  and,  only  remember- 
ing her  father's  words,  and  not  quite  understanding  what 
she  said, 

"  I  am  yours,  dear,"  she  answered. 

He  covered  her  hand  with  humid  kisses,  and,  slowly  rising, 
he  bent  towards  her  face,  which  she  again  began  to  hide. 
Suddenly  he  threw  one  arm  across  the  bed,  winding  it 
around  his  wife  over  the  clothes,  and  slipped  his  other  arm 
mider  the  bolster,  which  he  raised  with  her  head  upon  it ;  then 
he  asl;ed,  in  a  low  whisper  : 

"  Then  you  will  make  room  for  me  beside  you?" 

She  had  an  instinctive  fear,  and  stammered  out :  '•'  Oh. 
not  yet,  I  entreat  you." 

He  seemed  disappointed  and  a  little  hurt ;  then  he  went 
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on  in  a  voice  that  was  still  pleading,  but  a  little  more 
abrupt : 

"  "Why  not  now,  since  we  have  got  to  come  to  it  sooner  or 
later?" 

She  did  not  like  him  for  saying  that,  but,  perfectly  re- 
signed and  submissive,  she  said,  for  the  second  time  : 
"  I  am  yours,  deai'." 

Then  he  went  quickly  into  his  dressing-room,  and  she 
could  distinctly  hear  the  rustling  of  his  clothes  as  he  took 
them  off,  the  jingling  of  the  money  in  his  pockets,  the  noise 
his  boots  made  as  he  let  them  drop  on  the  floor.  All  at 
once  he  ran  across  the  room  in  his  drawers  and  socks  to  put 
his  watch  on  the  mantelpiece  ;  then  he  returned  to  the  other 
room,  where  he  moved  about  a  little  while  longer.  Jeanne 
turned  quickly  over  to  the  other  side  and  shut  her  eyes 
when  she  heard  him  coming.  She  nearly  started  out  of  bed 
when  she^  felt  a  cold,  hairy  leg  slide  against  hers,  and,  dis- 
tractedly hiding  her  face  in  her  hands,  she  moved  right  to 
the  edge  of  the  bed,  almost  crying  with  fear  and  horror. 
He  took  her  in  his  arms,  although  her  back  was  turned 
to  him,  and  eagerly  kissed  her  neck,  the  lace  of  her  night- 
cap, and  the  embroidered  collar  of  her  night-dress.  Filled 
with  a  horrible  dread,  she  did  not  move,  and  then  she  felt 
his  strong  hands  caressing  her.  She  gasped  for  breath  at 
this  brutal  touch,  and  felt  an  intense  longing  to  escape  and 
hide  herself  somewhere  out  of  this  man's  reach.  Soon  he  lay 
still,  and  she  could  feel  the  warmth  of  his  body  against  her 
back.  She  did  not  feel  so  frightened  then,  and  all  at  once 
the  thought  flashed  across  her  mind  that  she  had  only  to 
turn  round  and  her  lips  would  touch  his. 

At  last  he  seemed  to  get  impatient,  and,  in  a  sorrowful 
voice,  he  said  : 

"  Then  you  will  not  be  my  little  wife  1 " 

"  Am  I  not  your  wife  already?"  she  said,  through  her  hands. 
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"  Come  now,  my  dear,  don't  try  to  make  a  fool  of  me,"  he 
answered,  with  a  touch  of  bad  temper  in  his  voice. 

She  felt  very  sorry  when  she  heard  him  speak  like  that, 
and  with  a  sudden  movement  she  turned  towards  him  to 
ask  his  pardon.  He  passionately  seized  her  in  his  arras  and 
imprinted  burning  kisses  all  over  her  face  and  neck.  She 
had  taken  her  hands  from  her  face  and  lay  still,  making 
no  response  to  his  efforts,  her  thoughts  so  confused  that  she 
could  understand  nothing,  until  suddenly  she  felt  a  sharp 
pain,  and  then  she  began  to  moan  and  writhe  in  his  arms. 

What  happened  next  1  She  did  not  know,  for  her  head  was 
in  a  whirl.  She  was  conscious  of  nothing  more  until  she  felt 
him  raining  grateful  kisses  on  her  lips.  Then  he  spoke  to 
her  and  she  had  to  answer ;  then  he  made  other  attempts, 
which  she  repelled  with  horror,  and  as  she  struggled  she  felt 
against  her  chest  the  thick  hair  she  had  akeady  felt  against 
her  leg,  and  she  drew  back  in  dismay.  Tired  at  last  of 
entreating  her  without  effect,  he  lay  still  on  his  back  ;  then 
she  could  think.  She  had  expected  something  so  different, 
and  this  destruction  of  her  hopes,  this  shattering  of  her  ex- 
pectations of  delight,  filled  her  with  despair,  and  she  could 
only  say  to  herself:  That,  then,  is  what  he  calls  being  his 
wife  ;  that  is  it,  that  is  it." 

For  a  long  time  she  lay  thus,  feeling  very  miserable,  her 
eyes  wandering  over  the  tapestry  on  the  walls,  with  its 
tale  of  love.  As  Julien  did  not  speak  or  move,  she  slowly 
turned  her  head  towards  him,  and  then  she  saw  that  he  was 
asleep,  with  his  mouth  half  opened  and  his  face  quite  calm. 
Asleep  i  she  could  hardly  believe  it,  and  it  made  her  feel 
more  indignant,  more  outraged  than  his  brutal  passion  had 
done.  How  could  he  sleep  on  such  a  night  1  There  was  no 
novelty  for  him,  then,  in  what  had  passed  between  them  1 
She  would  rather  he  had  struck  her,  or  bruised  her  with 
his  odious  caresses  till  she  had  lost  cousciousuess,  than  that 
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he  should  have  slept.  She  leant  on  her  elbow,  and  bent 
towards  him  to  listen  to  the  breath  which  sometimes 
sounded  almost  like  a  snore  as  it  passed  through  his  lips. 

Daylight  came,  dim  at  first,  then  brighter,  then  pink, 
then  radiant.  J  alien  opened  his  eyes,  yawned,  stretched 
his  arms,  looked  at  his  wife,  smiled,  and  asked  : 

"  Have  you  slept  well,  dear  1 " 

She  noticed  with  great  surprise  that  he  said  "  thou  "  to 
her  now,  and  she  replied  : 
"  Oh,  yes  ;  have  you  1 " 

"11  Oh,  very  well  indeed,"  he  answered,  turning  and 
kissing  her.  Then  he  began  to  talk,  tolling  her  bis  plans, 
and  using  the  word  "  economy"  so  often  that  Jeanne  won- 
dered. She  listened  to  him  without  very  well  vmderstand- 
ing  what  he  said,  and,  as  she  looked  at  him,  a  thousand 
thoughts  passed  rapidly  through  her  mind. 

Eight  o'clock  struck. 

"  We  must  get  up,"  he  said  ;  "  we  shall  look  stupid  if  we 
stay  in  bed  late  to-day  ;  "  and  he  got  up  first. 

When  he  had  finished  dressing,  he  helped  his  wife  in  all 
the  little  details  of  her  toilet,  and  would  not  hear  of  her 
calling  Rosalie.  As  he  was  going  out  of  the  room,  he 
stopped  to  say  : 

"You  know,  when  we  are  hj  ourselves,  we  can  call  each 
other  "  thee  "  and  "  thou,"  but  we  had  better  wait  a  little 
while  before  we  talk  like  that  before  your  parents.  It  will 
sound  quite  natural  when  we  come  back  after  our  honey- 
moon."   And  then  he  went  downstairs. 

Jeanne  did  not  go  down  till  lunch-time ;  and  the  day 
passed  exactly  the  same  as  usual,  without  anything  extra- 
ordinary happening.  There  was  only  an  extra  man  in  the 
house. 
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Four  days  after  the  wedding,  the  berlin  in  which  they  were 
to  travel  to  Marseilles  arrived.  After  the  anguish  of  that 
first  night,  Jeanne  soon  became  accustomed  to  Julien's 
kisses  and  affectionate  caresses,  though  their  more  intimate 
relations  still  revolted  her.  AYhen  they  went  away  she  had 
quite  regained  her  gaiety  of  heart,  and  the  baroness  was  the 
only  one  who  showed  any  emotion  at  the  parting.  Just  as 
the  carriage  was  going  off,  she  piit  a  heavy  purse  in  her 
daughter's  hand. 

"  That  is  for  any  little  thing  you  may  want  to  buy,"'  she 
said. 

Jeanne  dropped  it  into  her  pocket  and  the  carriage  started. 

"  How  much  did  your  mother  give  you  in  that  purse  ?" 
asked  Julien  in  the  evening'. 

Jeanne  had  forgotten  all  about  it,  so  she  turned  it  out  on 
her  knees,  and  found  there  were  two  thousand  francs  in 
gold. 

"What  a  lot  of  things  I  shall  be  able  to  buy!"  she  cried, 
clapping  her  hands. 

At  the  end  of  a  week  they  arrived  at  J^farseilles,  where 
the  heat  was  terrible,  and  the  next  day  the  v  embarked  on 
the  Roi  Louis,  the  little  packet-boat  which  calls  at  Ajaccio 
on  its  way  to  Xaples,  and  started  for  Corsica.  It  seemed  to 
Jeanne  as  if  she  were  in  a  trance  which  yet  left  her  the  full 
possession  of  all  her  senses,  and  she  could  hardly  believe  she 
was  really  going  to  Corsica,  the  birthplace  of  Napoleon, 
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with  its  wild  undergrowth,  its  bandits,  and  its  mountains. 
She  and  her  husband  stood  side  by  side  on  the  deck  of  the 
boat  watching  the  cliffs  of  Provence  fly  past.  Overhead  was 
a  bright  blue  sky,  and  the  waves  seemed  to  be  getting 
thicker  and  firmer  under  the  burning  heat  of  the  sun. 

"  Do  you  remember  when  we  went  to  Etretat  in  old 
Lastique's  boat  1 "  asked  Jeanne  ;  and,  instead  of  answering 
her,  Juiien  dropped  a  kiss  right  on  her  ear. 

The  steamer's  paddles  churned  up  the  sea,  and  behind  the 
boat,  as  far  as  the  eje  could  reach,  lay  a  long  foaming  track 
where  the  troubled  waves  frothed  like  cliampagne  All  at 
once  an  immense  dolphin  leapt  out  of  the  water  a  few 
fathoms  ahead,  and  then  dived  in  again  head  foremost.  It 
startled  Jeanne,  and  she  threw  herself  in  Julien's  arms  with 
a  little  cry  of  fear  ;  then  she  laughed  at  her  terror,  and 
watched  for  the  reappearance  of  the  enormous  fish.  In  a 
few  seconds  up  it  came  again,  like  a  huge  mechanical  toy  ; 
then  it  dived  again,  and  again  disappeared  ;  then  came  two 
more,  then  three,  then  six,  which  gambolled  round  the  boat, 
and  seemed  to  be  escorting  their  large  wooden  brother  witii 
the  iron  fins.  Sometimes  they  were  on  the  left  of  the  boat, 
sometimes  on  the  right,  and,  one  following  the  other  in  a 
kind  of  game,  they  would  leap  into  the  air,  describe  a  curve, 
and  replange  into  the  sea  one  after  the  other.  Jeanne 
clapped  her  hands,  delighted  at  each  reappearance  of  the 
big,  pliant  fish,  and  felt  a  childish  enjoyment  in  watching 
them.  Suddenly  they  disappeared,  rose  to  the  surface  a 
long  way  out  to  sea,  then  disappeared  for  good,  and  Jeanne 
felt  quite  sorry  when  they  went  away. 

The  calm,  mild,  radiant  evening  drew  on  ;  there  was  not 
a  breath  of  air  to  cause  the  smallest  ripple  on  the  sea ;  the 
sun  was  slowly  sinking  towards  that  part  of  the  horizon 
beyond  which  lay  the  land  of  burning  heat,  Africa,  whose 
glow  could  almost  be  felt  across  the  ocean  ;  then^  when  the 


64 


A  WO.MAN  S  LIFE. 


sun  had  quite  disappeared,  a  cool  breath  of  wind,  so  faint 
that  it  could  not  be  called  a  breeze,  came  over  the  sea. 
There  were  all  the  horrible  smells  of  a  packet-boat  in  their 
cabin,  so  Jeanne  and  Julien  wrapped  themselves  in  tlieir 
cloaks  and  lay  down  side  by  side  on  deck.  Julien  went  to 
sleep  directly,  but  Jeanne  lay  looking  up  at  the  host  of 
stars  which  sparkled  with  so  bright  and  clear  a  light  in  this 
soft  Southern  sky ;  then  the  monotonous  noise  of  the 
engines  made  her  drowsy,  and  at  last  she  fell  asleep.  In 
the  morning  she  was  awakened  by  the  voices  of  the  sailors 
cleaning  the  boat,  and  she  aroused  her  liusbaud  and  got  up. 
The  sea  was  still  all  around  them,  but  straight  ahead  some- 
thing grey  could  be  faintly  seen  in  the  dawn ;  it  loolced  like 
a  bank  of  strange- shaped  clouds,  pointed  and  jagged,  lying 
on  the  waves.  This  vague  outline  gradually  became  more 
distinct,  until,  standing  out  against  the  brightening  sky,  a 
long  line  of  mountain-peaks  could  be  seen.  It  was  Corsica, 
hidden  behind  a  light  veilof  mist. 

The  sun  rose,  throwing  black  shadows  around  and  below 
every  prominence,  and  each  peak  had  a  cro\Yn  of  light,  while 
all  the  rest  of  the  island  remained  enveloped  in  mist. 

The  captain,  a  little  elderly  man,  bronzed,  withered,  and 
toughened  by  the  rough  salt  winds,  came  up  on  deck. 

"  Can  you  smell  my  lady  over  there  1 "  he  asked  Jeanne, 
in  a  voice  that  thirty  yeai's  of  command,  and  shouting  above 
the  noise  of  the  wind,  had  made  hoarse. 

She  had  indeed  noticed  a  strong,  peculiar  odour  of  herbs 
and  aromatic  plants. 

"It's  Corsica  that  smells  like  that,  madame,"  went  on  the 
captain.  "She  has  a  perfumed  breath,  just  like  a  pretty 
woman.  I  am  a  Corsican,  and  I  should  know  that  smell 
five  miles  off,  if  I'd  been  away  twenty  years.  Over  there,  at 
St.  Helena,  I  hear  he  is  always  speaking  of  the  perfume  of 
his  country  ;  he  belongs  to  my  family." 
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And  the  captain  took  off  his  hat  and  saluted  Corsica,  and 
then,  looking  across  the  ocean,  he  saluted  the  great  emperor 
who  was  a  prisoner  on  that  far-away  isle,  and  Jeanne's  heart 
was  touched  by  this  simple  action.  Then  the  sailor  pointed 
towards  the  horizon.  < 

"  There  are  the  Sanguinaires,"  he  said. 

Julien  had  his  arm  roimd  his  wife's  waist,  and  they  both 
strained  their  eyes  to  see  what  the  captain  was  pointing  out. 
At  last  they  saw  some  pointed  rocks  that  the  boat  rounded 
before  entering  a  large,  calm  bay,  surrounded  by  high 
mountains,  whose  steep  sides  looked  as  though  they  were 
covered  with  moss. 

"  That  is  the  undergrowth,"  said  the  captain,  pointing  out 
this  verdure. 

The  circle  of  moimtains  seemed  to  close  in  behind  the  boat 
as  she  slowly  steamed  across  the  azure  water  which  was  so 
transparent  that  in  places  the  bottom  could  be  seen.  Ajaccio 
came  in  sight ;  it  was  a  white  town  at  the  foot  of  the  moun- 
tains, with  a  few  small  Italian  boats  lying  at  anchor  in  the 
harbour,  and  four  or  five  row-boats  came  beside  the  Hoi  Louis 
to  take  off  the  passengers.  Julien,  who  was  looking  after 
the  luggage,  asked  his  wife  in  a  low  tone : 

"  A  franc  is  enough,  isn't  it,  to  give  the  steward  1 " 

The  whole  week  he  had  been  constantly  asking  her  this 
question  which  she  hated. 

"  When  you  don't  know  what  is  enough,  give  too  much,'" 
she  answered,  a  little  impatiently. 

He  haggled  with  every  one,  landlords  and  hotel-waiters, 
cabmen  and  shopmen,  and  when  he  had  obtained  the 
reduction  he  wanted,  he  would  rub  his  hands,  and  say  to 
Jeanne  :  "  I  don't  like  to  be  robbed."  She  trembled  when 
the  bills  were  brought,  for  she  knew  beforehand  the  remarks 
he  would  make  on  each  item,  and  felt  ashamed  of  his  bargain- 
ing; and  when  she  saw  the  scornful  look  of  the  servants  as 
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her  husband  left  his  small  fee  in  their  hands,  she  blushed  to 
the  roots  of  her  hair.  Of  coarse  he  had  a  discussion  with 
the  boatman  who  took  them  ashore. 

The  first  tree  she  saw  on  landing  was  a  palm,  which 
delighted  her.  They  went  to  a  big  empty  hotel  standing  at 
the  corner  of  a  vast  square,  and  ordered  lunch.  When  they 
had  finished  dessert,  Jeanne  got  up  to  go  and  wander  about 
the  town,  but  Julien,  taking  her  in  his  arms,  whispered 
tenderly  in  her  ear  : 

"  Shall  we  go  upstairs  for  a  little  while,  my  pet  1 " 
"Go  upstairs?"  she  said,  with  surprise;  "but  I'm  not 
at  all  tired." 

He  pressed  her  to  him,  "  Don't  you  understand  ?  For 
two  days — " 

She  blushed  crimson. 

"  Oh,  what  would  everyone  say  1  what  would  they  think  1 
You  could  not  ask  for  a  bedroom  in  the  middle  of  the  day. 
Oh,  Julien,  don't  say  anything  about  it  now,  please  don't." 

"  Do  you  think  I  care  what  the  hotel-people  say  or  think  1 " 
he  interrupted.  "  You'll  see  what  difference  they  make  to 
me."    And  he  rang  the  bell. 

She  did  not  say  anything  more,  but  sat  with  downcast 
eyes,  disgusted  at  her  husband's  desires,  to  which  she 
always  submitted  with  a  feeling  of  shame  and  degradation  ; 
her  senses  were  not  yet  aroused,  and  her  husband  treated 
her  as  if  she  shared  all  his  ardours.  When  the  waiter 
answered  the  bell,  Julien  asked  him  to  show  them  to  their 
room ;  the  waiter,  a  man  of  true  Corsican  type,  bearded  to 
the  eyes,  did  not  understand,  and  kept  saying  that  the  room 
would  be  quite  ready  by  the  evening.  Julien  got  out  of 
patience. 

"  Get  it  ready  at  once,"  he  said.  "  The  journey  has  tired 
us  and  we  want  to  rest." 

A  slight  smile  crept  over  the  waiter's  face,  and  Jeanne 
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would  have  liked  to  run  away  ;  when  they  came  downstairs 
again,  an  hour  later,  she  hardly  dared  pass  the  servants, 
feeling  sure  that  they  would  whisper  and  laugh  behind  her 
back.  She  felt  vexed  with  Julien  for  not  imderstanding  her 
feelings,  and  Avondered  at  his  want  of  delicacy ;  it  raised  a 
sort  of  barrier  between  them,  and,  for  the  first  time,  she 
understood  that  two  people  can  never  be  in  perfect  sympathy ; 
they  may  pass  through  life  side  by  side,  seemingly  in  perfect 
union,  but  neither  quite  understands  the  other,  and  every 
soul  must  of  necessity  be  for  ever  lonely. 

They  stayed  three  days  in  the  little  town  which  was  like 
a  furnace,  for  every  breath  of  wind  was  shut  out  by  the 
mountains.  Then  they  made  out  a  plan  of  the  places  they 
should  visit,  and  decided  to  hire  some  horses.  They  started 
one  morning  at  daybreak  on  the  two  wiry  little  Corsican 
horses  they  had  obtained,  and  accompanied  by  a  guide 
mounted  on  a  mule  which  also  carried  some  provisions,  for 
inns  ai'e  unknown  in  this  wild  country.  At  first  the  road 
ran  along  the  bay,  but  soon  it  turned  into  a  shallow  valley 
leading  to  tlie  mountains.  The  uncultivated  country  seemed 
perfectly  bare,  and  the  sides  of  the  hills  were  covered  with 
tall  weeds,  turned  sere  and  yellow  by  the  burning  heat; 
they  often  crossed  ravines  whei'e  only  a  narrow  stream  still 
ran  with  a  gurgling  sound,  and  occasionally  they  met  a 
mountaineer,  sometimes  on  foot,  sometimes  riding  his  little 
horse,  or  bestriding  a  donkey  no  bigger  than  a  dog ;  these 
mountaineers  always  carried  a  loaded  gun  which  might  be 
old  and  rusty,  but  which  became  a  very  formidable  weapon 
in  their  hands.  The  air  was  filled  with  the  pungent  smell 
of  the  aromatic  plants  with  which  the  isle  is  covered,  and 
the  road  sloped  gradually  upwards,  winding  round  the 
mountains. 

The  peaks  of  blue  and  pink  granite  made  the  island  look 
like  a  fairy  palace,  and,  from  the  heights,  the  forests  of 
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immense  chestnut  trees  ontlie  lower  parts  of  the  liills  looked 
like  green  thickets.  Sometimes  the  guide  would  point  to 
some  steep  height,  and  mention  a  name ;  Jeanne  and  Julieu 
would  look,  at  first  seeing  nothing,  but  at  last  discovering 
something  grey  looking  like  a  heap  of  stones  fallen  from 
the  summit  of  the  mountain.  It  was  a  village,  a  little 
granite  hamlet,  hanging  and  clinging  like  a  bird's  nest  to 
the  vast  mountain.  Jeanne  got  tired  of  going  at  a  walking 
pace  for  so  long. 

"  Let  us  gallop  a  little,"  she  said,  whipping  up  her  horse. 

She  could  not  hear  her  husband  behind  her,  and,  turning 
round  to  see  where  he  was,  she  burst  out  laughing.  Pale 
with  fright,  he  was  holding  on  to  his  horse's  maue,  almost 
jolted  out  of  the  saddle  by  the  animal's  motion.  His 
awkwardness  and  fear  wei"e  all  the  more  funny,  because  he 
was  svich  a  grave,  handsome  man.  Then  they  trotted 
gently  along  the  road  between  two  thickets  formed  of 
juniper-trees,  green  oaks,  arbustus-trees,  heaths,  bay-trees, 
myrtles,  and  box-trees,  whose  branches  were  formed  into 
a  network  by  the  climbing  clematis,  and  between  and  around 
which  grew  big  ferns,  honey-suckles,  rosemary,  lavendei', 
and  briars,  forming  a  perfectly  impassible  thicket,  which 
covered  the  hill  like  a  cloak.  The  travellers  began  to  get 
hungry,  and  the  guide  rejoined  them  and  took  them  to  one 
of  those  springs  so  often  met  with  in  a  mountainous  country, 
with  the  icy  water  flowing  from  a  little  hole  in  the  rock 
where  some  passer-by  has  left  the  big  chestnut  leaf  which 
conveyed  the  water  to  his  mouth.  Jeainie  felt  so  happj- 
that  she  coidd  hardly  help  shouting  aloud ;  and  they  again 
remounted  and  began  to  descend,  winding  round  the  gulf  of 
Sagone. 

As  evening  was  drawing  on  they  went  through  Cargese, 
the  Greek  village  founded  so  long  ago  by  fugitives  driven 
from  their  country.    Round  a  fountain  was  a  gi'oup  of 
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tall,  handsome  and  particularly  graceful  girls,  with  well- 
formed  hips,  long  hands,  and  slender  waists ;  Julien  cried 
"Good-night"  to  them,  and  they  answered  him  in  the 
musical  tongue  of  their  ancestors.  When  they  got  to  Plana 
they  had  to  ask  for  hospitality  quite  in  the  way  of  the 
Middle  Ages,  and  Jeanne  trembled  with  joy  as  they  waited 
for  the  door  to  open  in  answer  to  Julien's  knock.  Oh,  that  was 
a  journey  !   There  they  did  indeed  meet  with  adventures  ! 

They  had  happened  to  appeal  to  a  young  couple  who 
received  them  as  the  patriarch  received  the  messenger  of 
God,  and  they  slept  on  a  straw  mattress  in  an  old  house 
whose  woodwork  was  so  full  of  worms  that  it  seemed  alive. 
At  sunrise  they  started  off  again,  and  soon  they  stopped 
opposite  a  regular  forest  of  crimson  rocks  j  there  were  peaks, 
columns,  and  steeples,  all  marvellously  sculptured  by  time 
and  the  sea.  Thin,  round,  twisted,  crooked,  and  fantastic, 
these  wonderful  rocks,  nine  hundred  feet  high,  looked  like 
trees,  plants,  animals,  monuments,  men,  monks  in  their 
cassocks,  horned  demons  and  huge  birds,  such  as  one  sees  in 
a  nightmare,  the  whole  forming  a  monstrous  tribe  which 
seemed  to  have  been  petrified  by  some  eccentric  god. 

Jeanne  could  not  speak,  her  heart  was  too  full,  but  she 
took  Julien's  hand  and  pressed  it,  feeling  that  she  must  love 
something  or  some  one  before  all  this  beauty  ;  and  then, 
leaving  this  confusion  of  forms,  they  came  upon  another  bay 
surrounded  by  a  wall  of  blood-red  granite,  which  cast 
crimson  reflections  into  the  blue  sea.  Jeanne  exclaimed, 
"  Oh,  Julien  !  "  and  that  was  all  she  could  say ;  a  great  lump 
came  in  her  throat  and  two  tears  ran  down  her  cheeks.  Julien 
looked  at  her  in  astonishment. 

"  What  is  it,  my  pet  ?  "  he  asked. 

She  dried  her  eyes,  smiled,  and  said  in  a  voice  that  still 
trembled  a  little  :  "  Oh,  it's  nothing,  I  suppose  I  am  nervous. 
I  am  so  happy  that  the  least  thing  upsets  me.' 
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He  could  not  understand  this  nervousness  ;  he  despised  the 
hysterical  excitenilut  to  .which  women  give  way  and  the  joy 
ov  despair  into  which  they  are  cast  by  a  mere  sensation,  and 
he  thought  her  tears  absurd.    He  glanced  at  the  bad  road. 

"  You  had  better  look  after  your  horse,"  he  said. 

They  went  down  hj  a  nearly  impassible  road,  then  turning 
to  the  right,  proceeded  along  tlie  gloomy  valley  of  Ota.  The 
path  looked  very  dangerous,  and  Julien  proposed  that  they 
should  go  up  on  foot.  Jeanne  was  only  too  delighted  to  be  alone 
with  him  after  the  emotion  she  had  felt,  so  the  guide  went 
on  with  the  mule  and  the  horses,  and  they  walked  slowly 
after  him.  The  mountain  seemed  cleft  from  top  to  bottom, 
and  the  path  ran  between  two  tremendous  walls  of  rock 
which  looked  nearly  black.  The  air  was  icy  cold,  and  the 
little  bit  of  sky  that  could  be  seen  looked  quite  strange,  it 
seemed  so  far  away.  A  sadden  noise  made  Jeanne  look  up. 
A  large  bird  flew  out  of  a  hole  in  the  rock  ;  it  was  an  eagle, 
and  its  open  wings  seemed  to  touch  the  two  sides  of  the 
chasm  as  it  mounted  towai-ds  the  sky.  Farther  on,  the 
mountain  again  divided,  and  the  path  wound  between  the 
two  ravines,  taking  abrupt  turns.  Jeanne  went  first,  walk- 
ing lightly  and  easily,  sending  the  pebbles  rolling  from  under 
her  feet  and  fearlessly  looking  down  the  precipices.  Julien 
followed  her,  a  little  out  of  breath,  and  keeping  his  eyes  on 
the  ground  so  that  he  should  not  feel  giddy  and  it  seemed  like 
coming  out  of  Hades  when  they  suddenly  came  into  the  full 
sunlight. 

They  were  very  thirsty,  and,  seeing  a  damp  track,  they 
followed  it  till  they  came  to  a  tiny  spring  flowing  into  a 
hollow  stick  which  some  goat-herd  had  put  there  ;  all  around 
the  spring  the  ground  was  carpeted  with  moss,  and  Jeanne 
knelt  down  to  drink.  Julien  followed  her  example,  and  as 
she  was  slowly  enjoying  the  cool  water,  he  put  his  arm 
around  her  and  tried  to  take  her  place  at  the  end  of  the 
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wooden  pipe.  In  the  struggle  between  their  lips  they 
would  in  turns  seize  the  small  end  of  the  tube  and  hold  it 
in  their  mouths  for  a  few  seconds  ;  then,  as  they  left  it,  the 
stream  flowed  on  again  and  splashed  their  faces  and  necks, 
their  clothes  and  their  hands.  A  few  drops  shone  in  their 
hair  like  pearls,  and  with  the  water  flowed  their  kisses. 

Then  Jeanne  had  an  inspiration  of  love.  She  filled  her 
mouth  with  the  clear  liquid,  and,  her  cheeks  puffed  out  like 
bladders,  she  made  Julien  understand  that  he  was  to  quench 
his  thirst  at  her  lips.  He  stretched  his  throat,  his  head 
thrown  backwards  and  his  arms  open,  and  the  deep  drauglit 
he  drank  at  this  living  spring  enflamed  him  witli  desire. 
Jeanne  leant  on  his  shoulder  with  unusual  affection,  her 
heart  throbbed,  her  bosom  heaved,  her  eyes,  filled  with  tears, 
looked  softer,  and  she  whispered  : 

"  Julien,  I  love  you  !  " 

Then,  drawing  him  to  her,  she  threw  herself  down  and  hid 
her  shame-stricken  face  in  her  hands.  He  threw  himself 
doAvn  beside  her,  and  pressed  her  passionately  to  him  ;  she 
gasped  for  breath  as  she  lay  nervously  waiting,  and  all  at 
once  she  gave  a  loud  cry  as  though  tliunder-struck  by  the 
sensation  she  had  invited.  It  was  a  long  time  before  they 
reached  the  top  of  the  mountain,  so  fluttered  and  exhausted 
was  Jeanne,  and  it  was  evening  when  they  got  to  Evisa,  and 
went  to  the  house  of  Paoli  Palabretti,  a  relation  of  the 
guide's.  Paoli  was  a  tall  man  with  a  slight  cough,  and  the 
melancholy  look  of  a  consumptive ;  he  showed  them  their 
room,  a  miserable-looking  chamber  built  of  stone,  but  whicli 
was  handsome  for  this  country,  where  no  refinement  is 
known.  He  was  expressing  in  his  Corsican  patois  (a  mixture 
of  French  and  Italian)  his  pleasure  at  receiving  them,  when 
a  clear  voice  interrupted  him,  and  a  dark  little  woman,  with 
big  black  eyes,  a  sun-kissed  skin,  and  a  slender  waist,  hurried 
forward,  kissed  Jeanne,  shook  Julien  by  the  hand  and  said : 


72 


A  WOMAN'S  LIFE. 


"  Good-day,  madame,  good-day,  monsieur ;  are  you  quite 
well  1 "  She  took  their  hats  and  shawls  and  arranged  every, 
thing  with  one  hand,  for  her  other  arm  was  in  a  sling  ;  then 
she  turned  them  all  out,  saying  to  her  husband,  "  Take 
them  for  a  walk  till  dinner  is  ready." 

M.  Palabretti  obeyed  at  once,  and,  walking  between  Jeanne 
and  her  husband,  he  took  them  round  the  village.  His 
steps  and  his  words  both  drawled,  and  he  coughed  frequently, 
saying  at  each  fit,  "  The  cold  air  has  got  on  my  lungs."  He 
led  them  under  some  immense  chestnut-trees,  and,  suddenly 
stopping,  he  said  in  his  monotonous  voice  : 

"  It  was  here  that  Mathieu  Lori  killed  my  cousin  Jean 
Rinaldi.  I  was  standing  near  Jean,  just  there,  when  we 
saw  Mathieu  about  three  yards  off.  '  Jean,'  he  cried  ;  '  don't 
go  to  Albertacce  :  don't  you  go,  Jean,  or  I'll  kill  you.'  I 
took  Jean's  arm.  '  Don't  go,  Jean,'  I  said,  '  or  he'll  do  it.'  It 
was  about  a  girl,  Paulina  Sinacoupi,  that  they  were  both  after. 
Then  Jean  cried  out,  '  I  shall  go,  Mathieu  ;  and  you  won't 
stop  me,  either.'  Then  Mathieu  raised  his  gun,  and,  before 
I  could  take  aim,  he  fired.  Jean  leapt  two  feet  from  the 
ground,  monsieur,  and  then  he  fell  right  on  me,  and  my  gun 
dropped  and  rolled  down  to  that  chestnut  there.  Jean's 
mouth  was  wide  open,  but  he  didn't  say  a  word ;  he  was 
dead." 

The  yonng  couple  stared  in  astonishment  at  this  calm 
witness  of  such  a  crime. 

"  What  became  of  the  murderer  1 "  asked  Jeanne. 

Paoli  coughed  for  some  time,  then  he  went  on  : 

"  He  gained  the  mountain,  and  my  brother  killed  him 
the  next  year.  My  brother,  Philippi  Palabretti,  the  bandit, 
you  know." 

Jeanne  shuddered,  "Is  your  brother  a  bandit?"  she 
asked. 

The  placid  Corsican's  eye  flashed  proudly. 
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"  Yes,  madame,  he  was  a  celebrated  bandit,  he  was ;  he 
put  an  end  to  six  gendarmes.  He  died  with  Nicolas  Morali 
after  they  had  been  surrounded  for  six  days,  and  were 
almost  starved  to  death." 

Then  they  went  in  to  dinner,  and  the  little  woman  treated 
them  as  if  she  had  linown  them  twenty  years.  Jeanne  was 
haunted  by  the  fear  that  she  would  not  again  experience 
the  strange  shock  she  had  felt  in  Julien's  arms  beside  the 
fountain,  and  when  they  were  alone  in  their  room  she  was 
still  afraid  his  kisses  would  again  leave  her  insensible,  but 
she  was  soon  reassured,  and  that  was  her  first  night  of  love. 
The  next  day  she  could  hardly  bear  to  leave  this  hvimble 
abode,  where  a  new  happiness  had  come  to  her ;  she  drew 
her  host's  little  wife  into  her  bedroom,  and  told  her  she  did 
not  mean  it  as  a  present  in  return  for  their  hospitality,  but 
she  must  absolutely  insist  on  sending  her  a  souvenir  from 
Paris,  and  to  this  souvenir  she  seemed  to  attach  a  supersti- 
tious importance.  For  a  long  time  the  young  Corsican 
woman  refused  to  accept  anything  at  all,  but  at  last  she 
said  : 

"  Well,  send  me  a  little  pistol,  a  very  little  one." 

Jeanne  opened  her  eyes  in  astonishment,  and  the  woman 
added  in  her  ear,  as  though  she  were  confiding  some  sweet 
and  tender  secret  to  her : 

"  It's  to  kill  my  brother-in-law  with." 

And,  with  a  smile  on  her  face,  she  quickly  unbandaged 
the  arm  she  could  not  use,  and  showed  Jeanne  the  soft,  white 
ilesh  which  had  been  pierced  right  through  with  a  stiletto, 
though  the  wound  had  nearly  healed. 

"  If  I  had  not  been  as  strong  as  he  is,"  she  said,  "  he 
would  have  killed  me.  My  husband  is  not  jealous,  for  he 
understands  me,  and  then  he  is  ill,  you  see,  so  he  is  not  so 
hot-blooded  ;  besides,  I  am  an  honest  woman,  madame.  But 
my  brother  in-law  believes  everything  that  is  told  him  about 
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me,  and  he  is  jealous  for  my  husband.  I  am  sure  he  will 
make  another  attempt  upon  my  life,  but  if  I  have  a  little 
pistol  I  shall  feel  safe,  and  I  shall  be  sure  of  having  my  re- 
venge." 

Jeanne  pr(niiised  to  send  the  weapon,  aft'ectionately  kissed 
her  new  friend  and  said  good-bye.  The  rest  of  her  journey 
was  a  dream,  an  endless  embrace,  an  intoxication  of  caresses  ; 
she  no  longer  saw  country  or  people  or  the  places  where  they 
stopped,  she  had  eyes  only  for  Julien.  When  they  got  to 
Bastia  the  guide  had  to  be  paid  ;  Julien  felt  in  his  pockets, 
and  not  finding  what  he  wanted,  ho  said  to  Jeaime  : 

"  Since  you  don't  use  the  two  thousand  francs  your  mother 
gave  you,  I  might  as  well  carry  them ;  they  will  be  safer  in 
my  pocket,  and,  besides,  then  I  sha'n't  have  to  change  any 
notes." 

They  went  to  Leghorn,  Florence,  and  Genoa,  and,  one 
windy  morning,  they  found  themselves  again  at  Marseilles. 
It  was  then  the  fifteenth  of  October,  and  they  had  been  away 
from  Les  Peuples  two  months.  The  cold  wind,  which  seemed 
to  blow  from  Normandy,  chilled  Jeanne  and  made  her  feel 
miserable.  There  had  lately  been  a  change  in  Julien's  be- 
haviour towards  her,  he  seemed  tired,  and  indifferent,  and  she 
had  a  vague  presentiment  of  evil.  She  persuaded  him  to 
stay  at  ^Marseilles  four  days  longer,  for  she  could  not  bear  to 
leave  these  warm,  sunny  lands  where  she  had  been  so  happy, 
but  at  last  the}'  had  to  go.  They  intended  to  buy  all  the 
things  they  wanted  for  their  house-keeping  at  Paris,  and 
Jeanne  was  looking  forward  to  buying  all  sorts  of  things  for 
Lcs  Peuples,  thanks  to  her  mother's  pi'esent ;  but  the  very 
first  thing  she  meant  to  purchase  was  the  pistol  she  had 
promised  to  the  3'oung  Corsican  woman  at  Evisa. 

The  da}'  after  they  reached  Paris,  she  said  to  Julien  : 
"  Will  you  give  me  mamma's  money,  dear?    I  want  to 
buy  some  things." 
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He  looked  rather  cross. 

"  How  much  do  you  want  ? "  he  asked. 

"  Oh — what  you  like,"  she  answered  in  surprise. 

"  I  will  give  you  a  hundred  francs,"  he  answered ;  "  and 
whatever  you  do,  don't  waste  it." 

She  did  not  know  what  to  say,  she  felt  so  amazed  and  con- 
fused, but  at  last  she  said  in  a  hesitating  way  : 

"  But — I  gave  you  that  money  to — " 

He  interrupted  her. 

"  Yes,  exactly.  What  does  it  matter  whether  it's  in  your 
pocket  or  mine  now  that  we  share  everything  1  I  am  not  re- 
fusing you  the  money,  am  11  I  am  going  to  give  you  a 
hundred  francs." 

She  took  the  five  pieces  of  gold  without  another  word ;  she 
did  not  dare  ask  for  any  more,  so  she  bought  nothing  but 
the  pistol. 

A  week  later  they  started  for  Les  Peuples. 
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When  the  post-chaise  drove  up,  the  baron  and  baroness  and 
all  the  servants  were  standhig  outside  the  white  railings  to 
give  the  travellers  a  hearty  welcome  home.  The  baroness 
cried,  Jeanne  quietly  wiped  away  two  tears,  and  her  father 
walked  backwards  and  forwards  nervonsly.  Then,  while  the 
luggage  was  being  brought  in,  the  whole  journey  was  gone 
over  again  before  the  drawing-room  fire.  The  eager  words 
flowed  from  Jeanne's  lips,  and  in  half-an-hour  she  had  related 
everything,  except  a  few  little  details  which  she  forgot  in  her 
haste.  Then  she  went  to  unpack,  with  Rosalie,  who  was  in 
a  state  of  great  excitement,  to  help  her ;  when  she  had 
finished  and  everything  had  been  put  away  in  its  proper 
place  Rosalie  left  her  mistress,  and  Jeanne  sat  down,  feeling 
a  little  tired.  She  wondered  what  she  could  do  next,  and 
she  tried  to  think  of  some  occupation  for  her  mind,  some 
task  for  her  fingers.  She  did  not  want  to  go  down  to  the 
dr:\wing-room  again  to  sit  by  her  mother  who  was  dozing,  and 
she  thought  of  going  for  a  walk,  but  it  was  so  miserable  out 
of  doors  that  only  to  glance  out  of  the  window  made  her  feel 
melancholy. 

Then  the  thought  flashed  across  her  mind  that  now  there 
never  would  be  anything  for  her  to  do.  At  the  convent  the 
future  had  always  given  her  something  to  think  about,  and 
her  dreams  had  filled  the  hours,  so  that  their  flight  had  passed 
imnoticed  ;  but  she  had  hardly  left  the  convent  when  her 
love-dreams  had  been  realised.    In  a  few  weeks  she  had  met. 
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loved,  and  married  a  man  who  had  borne  her  away  in  his 
arms  without  giving  her  time  to  think  of  anything.  But 
now  the  sweet  reality  of  the  first  few  weeks  of  married  life 
was  going  to  become  a  daily  monotony,  barring  the  way  to 
all  the  hopes  and  delicious  fears  of  an  unknown  future. 
There  was  nothing  more  to  which  she  could  look  forward, 
nothing  more  for  her  to  do,  to-day,  to-morrow,  or  ever.  She 
felt  all  that  with  a  vague  sensation  of  disillusion  and  melan- 
choly. She  rose  and  went  to  lean  her  forehead  against  the 
cold  window-pane,  and,  after  looking  for  some  time  at  the 
dull  sky  and  heavy  clouds,  she  made  up  her  mind  to  go 
out. 

Could  it  really  be  the  same  country,  the  same  grass,  the 
same  trees  as  she  had  seen  with  such  joy  in  Hay  ?  What 
had  become  of  the  sun-bathed  leaves,  and  the  flaming  dande- 
lions, the  blood-red  poppies,  the  pure  marguerites  that  had 
reared  their  heads  amidst  the  green  grass  above  which  had 
fluttered  innumerable  yellow  butterflies  1  They  were  all 
gone,  and  the  very  air  seemed  changed,  for  now  it  was  no 
longer  full  of  life,  and  fertilising  germs  and  intoxicating  per- 
fumes. The  avenues  were  soaked  by  the  autumn  rains  and 
covered  with  a  thick  carpet  of  dead  leaves,  and  the  thin 
branches  of  the  poplars  trembled  in  the  wind  which  was 
shaking  off"  the  few  leaves  that  still  hung  on  them.  All  day 
long  these  last,  golden  leaves  hovered  and  whirled  in  the  air 
for  a  few  seconds  and  then  fell,  in  an  incessant,  melancholy 
rain. 

Jeanne  walked  on  down  to  the  wood.  It  gave  her  the  sad 
impression  of  being  in  the  room  of  a  dying  man.  The  leafy 
walls  which  had  separated  the  pretty  winding  paths  no 
longer  existed,  the  branches  of  the  shrubs  blew  mournfully 
one  against  the  other,  the  rustling  of  the  fallen  leaves,  that 
the  wind  was  blowing  about  and  piling  into  heaps,  sounded 
like  a  dying  sigh,  and  the  birds  hopped  from  tree  to  tree 
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with  shivering  little  chirps,  vainly  seeking  a  shelter  from  the 
cold.  Shielded  by  the  elms  which  formed  a  sort  of  vanguard 
against  the  sea-wind,  the  linden  and  the  plane-tree  were  still 
covered  with  leaves,  and  the  one  was  clothed  in  a  mantle  of 
scarlet  velvet,  the  other  in  a  cloak  of  orange  silk.  Jeanne 
walked  slowly  along  the  baroness's  avenue,  by  the  side  of  the 
Couillards'  farm,  beginning  to  realise  what  a  dull,  monotonous 
life  lay  before  her ;  then  she  sat  down  on  the  slope  where 
Julien  had  first  told  his  love,  too  sad  even  to  thin  k  and  only 
feeling  that  she  would  like  to  go  to  bed  and  sleep,  so  that 
she  might  escape  from  this  melancholy  day.  Looking  up  she 
saw  a  seagull  blown  along  by  a  gust  of  wind,  and  she 
suddenly  thought  of  the  eagle  she  had  seen  in  Corsica  in  the 
sombre  valley  of  Ota.  As  she  sat  there  she  could  see  again 
the  island  with  its  sun-ripened  oranges,  its  strong  perfume, 
its  pink-topped  mountains,  its  azure  bays,  its  ravines  with 
their  rushing  torrents,  and  it  gave  her  a  sharp  pain  to  think 
of  that  happy  time  that  was  past  and  gone ;  and  the  damp, 
rugged  country  by  which  she  was  now  sun'ounded,  the 
mournful  fall  of  the  leaves,  the  grey  clouds  hurrying  before  the 
wind,  made  her  feel  so  miserable  that  she  went  indoors,  feel- 
ing that  she  should  cry  if  she  stayed  out  any  longer. 
She  found  her  mother,  who  was  accustomed  to  these  dull 
days,  dozing  over  the  fire.  The  baron  and  Julien  had  gone 
for  a  walk,  and  night  was  drawing  on  filling  the  va^t 
drawing-room  with  dark  shadows  which  were  sometimes  dis- 
persed by  the  fitful  gleams  of  the  fire  ;  out  of  doors  the  grey 
sky  and  muddy  fields  could  just  be  seen  in  the  fading 
light. 

The  baron  and  Julien  came  in  soon  after  Jeanne.  As  soon 
as  he  came  into  the  gloomy  room  the  baron  rang  the  bell, 
exclaiming  : 

"  How  miserable  you  look  in  here  !  Let  us  have  some 
lights." 
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He  sat  down  before  the  fire,  putting  his  feet  near  the 
flame  which  made  the  mnd  drop  off  his  steaming  boots. 

"  I  think  it  is  going  to  freeze,"  he  said,  rubbing  his  hands 
together  cheerfully.  "The  sky  is  clearing  towards  the 
north,  and  it's  a  full  moon  this  evening.  We  shall  have  a 
hard  frost  to-night." 

Then,  turning  towards  his  daughter  : 

"  Well,  my  dear,"  he  asked,  "  are  you  glad  to  get  back  to 
your  own  house  and  see  the  old  people  at  home  again  1 " 

This  simple  question  quite  upset  Jeanne.  Her  eyes  filled 
with  tears,  and  she  threw  herself  into  her  father's  arms, 
covering  his  face  with  kisses  as  though  she  would  ask  him 
to  forgive  her  discontent.  She  had  thought  she  should  be  so 
pleased  to  see  her  parents  again,  and  now,  instead  of  joy,  she 
felt  a  coldness  around  her  heart,  and  it  seemed  as  if  she 
could  not  regain  all  her  former  love  for  them  until  they  had 
all  dropped  back  into  their  ordinary  ways  again. 

Dinner  seemed  very  long  that  evening  ;  no  one  spoke,  and 
Julien  did  not  pay  the  least  attention  to  his  wife.  In  the 
drawing-room,  after  dinner,  Jeanne  dozed  over  the  fire 
opposite  the  baroness  who  was  quite  asleep,  and,  when  she 
was  ai-oused  for  a  moment  by  the  voices  of  the  two  men, 
raised  in  argument  over  something,  she  wondered  if  she 
would  ever  become  quite  content  with  a  pleasureless,  listless 
life  like  her  mother.  The  crackling  fire  burnt  clear  and 
bright,  and  threw  sudden  gleams  on  the  faded  tapestry  chairs, 
on  the  fox  and  the  stork,  on  the  melancholy-looking  heron, 
on  the  ant  and  the  grasshopper.  The  baron  came  over  to 
the  fireplace,  and  held  his  hands  to  the  blaze. 

"  The  fire  burns  well  to-night,"  he  said  ;  "  there  is  a  frost, 
I  am  sm-e." 

He  put  his  hand  on  Jeanne's  shoulder,  and,  pointing  to 
the  fire, 

"My  child,"  he  said,  "the  hearth  with  all  one's  family 
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around  it  is  the  happiest  spot  on  earth ;  there  is  no  place 
like  it.  Bnt  don't  you  think  we  had  better  go  to  bed  ?  You 
must  both  be  quite  worn  out  with  fatigue." 

Up  in  her  bedroom  Jeanne  wondered  how  this  second  re- 
turn to  the  place  she  loved  so  well  could  be  so  difierent  from 
the  first.  "  Why  did  she  feel  so  miserable  1 "  she  asked  her- 
self ;  "  why  did  the  chateau,  the  fields,  everything  she  had 
so  loved,  seem  to-day  so  desolate  ? "  Her  eyes  fell  on  the 
clock.  The  little  bee  was  swinging  from  left  to  right  and 
from  right  to  left  over  the  gilded  flowers,  with  the  same 
quick,  even  movement  as  of  old.  She  suddenly  felt  a  glow  of 
affection  for  this  little  piece  of  mechanism,  which  told  her 
the  hour  in  its  silvery  tones,  and  beat  like  a  human  heart, 
and  the  tears  came  into  her  eyes  as  she  looked  at  it ;  she 
had  not  felt  so  moved  when  she  had  kissed  her  father  and 
mother  on  her  return,  but  the  heart  has  no  rules,  or  logic,  to 
guide  it. 

Julien  had  made  his  fatigue  the  pretext  for  not  sharing 
his  wifes  chamber  that  night,  so,  for  the  first  time  since  her 
marriage,  she  slept  alone.  It  had  been  agreed  that  hence- 
forth they  should  have  separate  rooms,  but  she  was  not  yet 
accustomed  to  sleep  alone,  and,  for  a  long  time,  she  lay 
awake  while  the  moaning  wind  swept  round  the  house.  In 
the  morning  she  was  aroused  by  a  blood-red  light  falling  on 
her  bed.  Through  the  frozen  window-panes  it  looked  as  if 
the  whole  sky  were  on  fire.  Throwing  a  big  dressing-gown 
round  her,  Jeanne  ran  to  the  window  and  opened  it,  and  in 
rushed  an  icy  wind,  stinging  her  skin  and  bringing  the  water 
to  her  eyes.  In  the  midst  of  a  crimson  sky,  the  great  red 
sun  was  rising  behind  the  trees,  and  the  white  frost  had 
made  the  ground  so  hard  that  it  rang  under  the  farm- 
servants'  feet.  In  this  one  night  all  the  branches  of  the 
poplars  had  been  entirely  stripped  of  their  few  remaining 
leaves,  and,  through  the  bare  trees,  beyond  the  plain  ap- 
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peared  the  long,  green  line  of  the  sea,  covered  with  white- 
crested  waves.  The  plane-tree  and  the  linden  were  being 
rapidly  stripped  of  their  bright  coverings,  by  the  cold  wind 
and  showers  of  leaves  fell  to  the  ground  as  each  gust  swept 

by. 

Jeanne  dressed  herself,  and,  for  want  of  something  better 
to  do,  went  to  see  the  farmers.  The  Martins  were  very  sur- 
prised to  see  her.  Madame  Martin  kissed  her  on  both  cheeks, 
and  she  had  to  drink  a  little  glass  of  noyau  ;  then  she  went 
over  to  the  other  farm.  The  Couillards  were  also  very  sur- 
prised when  she  came  in ;  the  farmer's  wife  gave  two  jDecks 
at  her  ears  and  insisted  on  lier  drinking  a  little  glass  of 
cassis ;  then  she  went  in  to  breakfast.  And  that  day 
passed  like  the  previous  one,  only  it  was  cold  instead  of 
damp,  and  the  other  days  of  the  week  were  like  the  first  two, 
and  all  the  weeks  of  the  month  were  like  that  first  one. 

Little  by  little,  Jeanne's  regrets  for  those  happy,  distant 
lands  vanished ;  she  began  to  get  resigned  to  her  life,  to 
feel  an  interest  in  the  many  unimportant  details  of  the  days, 
and  to  perform  her  simple,  regular  occupations  with  care. 
A  disenchantment  of  life,  a  sort  of  settled  melancholy 
gradually  took  possession  of  her.  What  did  she  want  ? 
She  did  not  know  herself.  She  had  no  desire  for  society, 
no  thirst  for  the  excitement  of  the  world,  the  pleasures  she 
might  have  had  possessed  no  attraction  for  her,  but  all  her 
dreams  and  illusions  had  faded  away,  leaving  her  life  as 
colourless  as  the  old  tapestry  chairs  in  the  chateau  drawing- 
room. 

Her  relations  with  Julien  had  completely  changed,  for 
he  became  quite  a  different  man  when  they  settled  down 
after  their  wedding  tour,  like  an  actor  who  becomes  himself 
again  as  soon  as  he  has  finished  playing  his  part.  He  hardly 
ever  took  any  notice  of  his  wife,  or  even  spoke  to  her ;  all 
his  love  seemed  to  have  suddenly  disappeared,  and  it  was 
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very  seldom  that  he  accompanied  her  to  her  room  of  a  uight. 
He  had  taken  the  management  of  the  estate  and  the  house- 
hold into  his  own  hands,  and  he  looked  into  all  the  accounts, 
saw  that  the  peasants  paid  their  arrears  of  rent,  and  cut 
down  every  expense.  No  longer  the  polished,  elegant  man 
who  had  won  Jeanne's  heart,  he  looked  and  dressed  like  a 
■well-to-do  farmer,  neglecting  his  personal  appearance  with 
the  carelessness  of  a  man  who  no  longer  strives  to  fascinate. 
He  always  wore  an  old  velvet  shooting-jacket,  covered  all 
over  with  stains,  w'hich  he  had  found  one  day  as  he  was 
looking  over  his  old  clothes  ;  then  he  left  off  shaving,  and  his 
long,  untrimmed  beard  made  him  look  quite  plain,  while  his 
hands  never  received  any  attention. 

After  each  meal,  he  drank  four  or  five  small  glasses  of 
brandy,  and  when  Jeanne  affectionately  reproached  him,  he 
answered  so  roughly,  "Leave  me  alone,  can't  you?"  that 
she  never  tried  to  reason  with  him  again. 

She  accepted  all  this  in  a  calm  way  that  astonished  her- 
self, but  she  looked  upon  him  now  as  a  stranger  who  was 
nothing  whatever  to  her.  She  often  thought  of  it  all,  and 
wondered  how  it  was  that  after  having  loved  and  married 
each  other  in  a  delicious  passion  of  affection  they  should 
suddenly  awake  from  their  dream  of  love  as  utter  strangers, 
as  if  they  hi^d  never  lain  in  each  other's  arms.  How  was  it 
his  indifference  did  not  hurt  her  more  ?  Had  they  been  mis- 
taken in  each  other  1  Would  she  haA'e  been  more  pained 
if  Julien  had  still  been  handsome,  elegant  and  attractive? 

It  was  understood  that  at  the  new  year  the  baron  and 
baroness  were  to  spend  a  few  months  in  their  Rouen  house, 
leaving  Les  Peuples  to  the  young  people  who  would  become 
settled  that  winter,  and  so  get  accustomed  to  the  place 
where  they  were  to  pass  their  lives.    Julien  wanted  to  pi-e- 
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sent  his  wife  to  the  Brisevilles,  the  Couteliers  and  the 
Fourvilles,  but  they  could  not  pay  these  visits  yet  because 
they  had  not  been  able  to  get  the  painter  to  change  the 
coat-of-arms  on  the  carriage  ;  for  notliing  in  the  world  would 
have  persuaded  Julien  to  go  to  the  neighbouring  chateaux 
in  the  old  family  carriage,  which  the  baron  had  given  up  to 
hira,  until  the  arms  of  the  De  Lamares  had  been  quartered 
on  it  with  those  of  the  Leperthius  des  Yauds.  Now  there 
was  only  one  man  in  the  whole  province  who  made  a  speci- 
ality of  coats-of-arms,  a  painter  from  Bolbec,  named  Bataille, 
who  was  naturally  in  great  request  among  all  the  Normandy 
aristocracy ;  so  Julien  had  to  wait  some  time  before  he  could 
secure  his  services. 

At  last,  one  December  morning  just  as  they  were  finishing 
lunch  at  Les  Peuples,  they  saw  a  man,  with  a  box  on  his 
back,  open  the  gate  and  come  up  the  path  ;  it  was  Bataille. 
He  was  shown  into  the  dining-room,  and  lunch  was  served 
to  him  just  as  if  he  had  been  a  gentleman,  for  his  constant 
intercourse  with  the  provincial  aristocracy,  his  knowledge  of 
the  coats-of-arms,  their  mottoes  and  signification,  made  him 
a  sort  of  herald  with  whom  no  gentleman  need  be  ashamed 
to  shake  hands. 

Pencils  and  paper  were  brought,  and,  while  Bataille  ate 
his  lunch,  the  baron  and  Julien  made  sketches  of  their 
escutcheons  with  all  the  quarters.  The  baroness,  always 
delighted  when  anything  of  this  sort  was  discussed,  gave 
her  advice,  and  even  Jeanne  took  part  in  the  conversation, 
as  if  it  had  aroused  some  interest  in  her.  Bataille,  without 
interrupting  his  lunch,  occasionally  gave  an  opinion,  took 
the  pencil  to  make  a  sketch  of  his  idea,  quoted  examples, 
described  all  the  aristocratic  carriages  in  Normandy,  and 
seemed  to  scatter  an  atmosphere  of  nobility  all  around  him. 
He  was  a  little  man  with  thin  grey  hair  and  paint-daubed 
hands  which  smelt  of  oil.    It  was  said  that  he  had  once 
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committed  a  grave  offence  against  public  morality,  but  the 
esteem  in  which  he  was  held  by  all  the  titled  families  had 
long  ago  effaced  this  stain  on  his  character. 

As  soon  as  the  painter  had  finished  his  coffee,  he  was 
taken  to  the  coach-house  and  the  carriage  was  uncovered. 
Bataille  looked  at  it,  gave  an  idea  of  the  size  he  thought 
the  shield  ought  to  be,  and  then,  after  the  others  had  again 
given  their  opinions,  he  began  his  work.  In  spite  of  the 
cold  the  baroness  ordered  a  chair  and  a  foot-warmer  to  be 
brought  out  for  her  that  she  might  sit  and  watch  the 
painter.  Soon  she  began  to  talk  to  him,  asking  him  about 
the  marriages  and  births  and  deaths  of  which  she  had  not 
yet  heard,  and  adding  these  fresh  details  to  the  genealogical 
trees  which  she  already  knew  by  heart.  Beside  her,  astride 
a  chair,  sat  Julien,  smoking  a  pipe  and  occasionally  spitting 
on  the  ground  as  he  watched  the  growth  of  this  coloured 
certificate  of  his  nobility.  Soon  old  Simon  on  his  way  to 
the  kitchen  garden  stopped,  with  his  spade  on  his  shoulder, 
to  look  at  the  painting,  and  the  news  of  Bataille's  arrival 
having  reached  the  two  farms  the  farmers'  wives  came 
hurrying  up  also.  Standing  on  eitherside  of  the  baroness,  they 
went  into  ecstasies  over  the  drawing  and  kept  repeating  : 
"  He  must  be  clever  to  paint  like  that." 

The  shields  on  both  carriage-doors  were  finished  the  next 
morning  about  eleven  o'clock.  Everyone  came  to  look  at 
the  work  now  it  was  done,  and  the  carriage  was  drawn  out 
of  the  coach-house  that  they  might  the  better  judge  of  the 
effect.  The  design  was  pronounced  perfect,  and  Bataille  re- 
ceived a  great  many  compliments  before  he  strapped  his 
box  on  his  back  and  went  off  again ;  the  baron,  his  wife, 
Jeanne  and  Julien  all  agreed  that  the  painter  was  a  man  of 
great  talent,  and  would,  no  doubt,  have  become  an  artist,  if 
circumstances  had  permitted. 

For  the  sake  of  economy,  Julien  had  accomplished  some 
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reforms  which  brought  with  them  the  need  of  fresh  arrange- 
ments. The  old  coachman  now  performed  the  duties  of  a 
gardener,  the  vicomte  himself  undertaking  to  drive,  and  as 
he  was  obliged  to  have  someone  to  hold  the  horses  when  the 
family  went  to  make  a  visit,  he  had  made  a  groom  of  a 
young  cowherd  named  Marina.  The  horses  had  been  sold 
to  do  away  with  the  expense  of  their  keep,  so  he  had  intro- 
duced a  clause  in  Couillard's  and  Martin's  leases  by  which 
the  two  farmers  bound  themselves  to  each  provide  a  horse 
once  a  month,  on  whatever  day  the  vicomte  chose. 

When  the  day  came  tlie  Couillards  produced  a  big,  raw- 
boned,  yellowish  horse,  and  the  Martins  a  little,  white,  long- 
haired nag ;  the  two  horses  were  harnessed,  and  Marius, 
buried  in  an  old  livery  of  Simon's,  brought  the  carriage 
round  to  the  door.  Julien,  who  was  in  his  best  clothes, 
would  have  looked  a  little  like  his  old,  elegant  self,  if  his 
long  beard  had  not  made  him  look  common.  He  inspected 
the  horses,  the  carriage,  and  the  little  groom,  and  thought 
they  looked  very  well,  the  only  thing  of  any  importance  in 
his  eyes  being  the  new  coat-of-arms.  The  baroness  came 
downstairs  on  her  husband's  arm,  got  in,  and  had  some 
cushions  put  behind  her  back  ;  then  came  Jeanne.  She 
laughed  first  at  the  strange  pair  of  horses,  and  her  laughter 
increased  when  she  saw  Marius  with  his  face  buried  under 
his  cockaded  hat  (which  his  nose  alone  prevented  from 
slipping  down  to  his  chin),  and  his  hands  lost  in  his  ample 
sleeves,  and  the  skirts  of  his  coat  coming  right  down  to  his 
feet,  which  were  encased  in  enormous  boots ;  but  when  she 
saw  him  obliged  to  throw  his  head  right  back  before  he 
could  see  anything,  and  raise  his  knee  at  each  step  as 
though  he  were  going  to  take  a  river  in  his  stride,  and  move 
like  a  blind  man  when  he  had  an  order  given  him,  she  gave 
a  shout  of  laughter.  The  baron  turned  round,  looked  for  a 
moment  at  the  little  fellow  who  stood  looking  so  confused  in 
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his  big  clothes,  and  then  he  too  was  overcome  with  laughter, 
and,  hardly  able  to  speak,  called  out  to  his  wife  : 

"  Lo-lo-look  at  Ma-Marius  !  Does-doesu't  he  look  fun- 
funny  l " 

The  baroness  leant  out  of  the  carriage-window,  and,  catch- 
ing sight  of  Marius,  she  was  shaken  by  such  a  fit  of  laiaghter 
that  the  carriage  moved  up  and  down  on  its  springs  as  if  it 
were  jolting  over  some  deep  ruts. 

"  What  on  earth  is  there  to  laugh  at  like  that  1 "  said 
Julien,  his  face  pale  with  anger.  "You  must  be  perfect 
idiots,  all  of  you." 

Jeanne  sat  down  on  the  steps,  holding  her  sides  and  quite 
unable  to  contain  herself ;  the  baron  followed  her  example, 
and,  inside  the  carriage,  convulsive  sneezes  and  a  sort  of 
continual  clucking  intimated  that  the  baroness  was  suffo- 
cating with  laughter.  At  last  ^larius'  coat  began  to  shake ; 
no  doubt,  he  vmderstood  the  cause  of  all  this  mirth,  and  he 
giggled,  himself,  beneath  his  big  hat.  Julien  rushed  towards 
him  in  a  rage ;  he  gave  him  a  box  on  the  ear  ■which  knocked 
the  boy's  hat  ofi:"  and  sent  it  rolling  on  to  the  grass ;  then, 
turning  to  the  bardli,  he  said,  in  a  voice  that  trembled  with 
anger : 

"  I  think  you  ought  to  be  the  last  one  to  laugh.  Whose 
fault  is  it  that  you  are  ruined  ?  We  should  not  be  like  this 
if  you  had  not  squandered  your  fortune  and  thrown  away 
your  money  right  and  left." 

All  the  laughter  stopped  abruptly,  but  no  one  spoke. 
Jeanne,  ready  to  cry  now,  quietly  took  her  place  beside  her 
mother.  The  baron,  without  a  word,  sat  down  opposite, 
and  Julien  got  up  on  the  box,  after  lifting  up  the  crying 
boy  whose  cheek  was  beginning  to  swell.  The  long  drive 
was  performed  in  silence,  for  thej'  all  felt  awkward  and 
unable  to  converse  on  ordinary  topics.  They  could  only 
think  of  the  incident  that  had  just  happened,  and,  rather 
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than  broach  such  a  painful  subject,  they  piefcired  to  sit  in 
dull  silence. 

They  went  past  a  great  many  farm-houses  startling  the 
black  fowls  and  sending  them  to  the  hedges  for  refuge,  and 
sometimes  a  yelping  dog  followed  for  a  little  while  and  then 
ran  back  to  his  kennel  with  bristling  hair,  turning  round 
every  now  and  then  to  send  another  bark  after  the  carriage. 
A  lad,  in  muddy  sabots,  was  slouching  along  with  his  hands 
in  his  pockets,  his  blouse  blown  out  by  the  wind  and  his 
long,  lazy  legs  dragging  one  after  the  other,  and,  as  he 
stood  on  one  side  for  the  carriage  to  pass,  he  awkwardly 
pulled  off  his  cap.  Between  each  farm  lay  meadows  with 
other  farms  dotted  here  and  there  in  the  distance,  and  it 
seemed  a  long  while  before  they  turned  up  an  avenue  of 
firs  which  bordered  the  road.  Here  the  carriage  leant  on 
one  side  as  it  passed  over  the  deep  ruts,  and  the  baroness 
felt  frightened  and  began  to  give  little  screams.  At  the 
end  of  the  avemie  there  was  a  white  gate  which  Marius 
jumped  down  to  open,  and  then  they  drove  round  an  im- 
mense lawn  and  drew  up  before  a  high,  gloomy-looking 
house  which  had  all  its  shutters  closed. 

The  hall-door  opened,  and  an  old,  semi-paralysed  servant 
(in  a  red  and  black  striped  waistcoat,  over  which  was  tied 
an  apron)  limped  sideways  down  the  steps ;  after  asking  the 
visitors'  names  he  showed  them  into  a  large  drav>'ing-room, 
and  drew  up  the  closed  Venetian  blinds.  The  furniture  was 
all  covei'ed  up,  and  the  clock  and  candelabra  were  enveloped 
in  white  cloths ;  the  room  pmelt  mouldy,  and  its  damp,  cold 
atmosphere  seemed  to  chill  one  to  the  very  heart.  The 
visitors  sat  down  and  waited.  Footsteps  could  be  heard  on 
the  floor  above,  hurrying  along  in  an  unusual  bustle,  for  the 
lady  of  the  house  had  been  taken  unawares  and  was  changing 
her  dress  as  quickly  as  possible  ;  a  bell  rang  several  times 
and  then  they  could  hear  more  footsteps  on  the  stairs.  Tlie 
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baroness,  feeling  thoroughly  cold,  began  to  sneeze  frequently  ; 
Julicn  walked  up  and  down  the  room,  Jeanne  sat  by  her 
mother,  and  the  baron  stood  with  his  back  against  the 
marble  mantel-iiiece. 

At  last  a  door  opened,  and  the  Vicomte  and  Yieomtesse  de 
Briseville  appeared.  They  were  a  little,  thin  couple  of  an 
uncertain  age,  both  very  formal  and  rather  embarrassed. 
The  vicomtesse  wore  a  flowered  silk  gown  and  a  cap  trimmed 
with  ribbons,  and  when  she  spoke  it  was  in  a  sharp,  quick 
voice.  Her  husband  was  in  a  tight  frock-coat ;  his  hair 
looked  as  if  it  had  been  waxed,  and  his  nose,  his  eyes,  his 
long  teeth  and  his  coat,  which  was  evidently  his  best  one, 
all  shone  as  if  they  had  been  polished  with  the  gi-eatest 
care.  He  returned  his  visitors'  bow  with  a  bend  of  the 
knees. 

When  the  ordinary  complimentary  phrases  had  been  ex- 
changed no  one  knew  what  to  say  next,  so  they  all  politely 
expressed  their  pleasure  at  making  this  new  acquaintance 
and  hoped  it  would  be  a  lasting  one  ;  for,  living  as  they  did 
in  the  country  all  the  year  round,  an  occasional  visit  made 
an  agreeable  change.  The  icy  air  of  the  drawing-room 
froze  the  very  marrow  of  their  bones,  and  the  baroness  was 
seized  by  a  fit  of  coughing,  interrupted  at  intervals  by  a 
sneeze.    The  baron  rose  to  go. 

"You  are  not  going  to  leave  us  already?  Pray,  star  a 
little  longer,"  said  the  Brisevilles. 

But  Jeanne  followed  her  father's  example  in  spite  of  all 
the  signs  made  her  by  Julien,  who  thought  they  were  leav- 
ing too  soon.  The  vicomtesse  would  have  v\mg  to  order  the 
baron's  carriage  but  the  bell  was  out  of  order,  so  the  vicomte 
went  to  find  a  servant.  He  soon  returned,  to  say  that  the 
horses  had  been  taken  out,  and  the  carriage  would  not  be 
ready  for  some  minutes.  Everyone  tried  to  find  some  sub- 
ject of  conversation  ;  the  rainy  winter  was  discussed,  and 
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Jeanne,  who  could  not  prevent  herself  shivering,  try  as  she 
■would,  asked  if  their  hosts  did  not  find  it  very  dull  living 
alone  all  the  year  round.  Such  a  question  astounded  the 
Brisevilles.  Their  time  was  always  fully  occupied,  what 
with  writing  long  letters  to  their  numerous  aristocratic  rela- 
tions and  pompously  discussing  the  most  trivial  matters,  for 
in  all  their  useless,  petty  occupations,  they  were  as  foimally 
polite  to  each  other  as  they  would  have  been  to  utter 
strangers.  At  last  the  carriage,  with  its  two  ill-matched 
steeds,  drew  up  before  the  dooi-,  but  Marius  was  nowhere  to 
be  seen  ;  he  had  gone  for  a  walk  in  the  fields,  thinking  he 
would  not  be  wanted  again  vmtil  the  evening.  Julien,  in  a 
great  rage,  left  word  for  him  to  be  sent  after  them  on  foot, 
and,  after  a  great  many  bows  and  compliments,  they  started 
for  Les  Peuples  again. 

As  soon  as  they  were  fairly  off,  Jeanne  and  the  baron,  in 
spite  of  the  uncomfortable  feeling  that  Julien's  ill-temper 
had  caused,  began  to  laugh  and  joke  about  the  Brisevilles' 
ways  and  tones.  The  baron  imitated  the  husband  and 
Jeanne  the  wife,  but  the  baroness,  feeling  a  little  hurt  in  her 
reverence  for  the  aristocracy,  said  to  them  : 

"  You  should  not  joke  in  that  way.  I'm  sure  the 
Brisevilles  are  very  well-bred  people,  and  they  belong  to 
excellent  families." 

They  stopped  laughing  for  a  time,  out  of  respect  for  the 
baroness's  feelings,  but  every  now  and  then  Jeanne 
would  catch  her  father's  eye,  and  then  they  began  again. 
The  baron  would  make  a  very  stiff  bow,  and  say  in  a  solemn 
voice : 

"  Your  chateau  at  Les  Peuples  must  be  very  cold,  madame, 
with  the  sea-breeze  blowing  on  it  all  day  long." 

Then  Jeanne  put  on  a  very  prim  look,  and  said  with  a 
smirk,  moving  her  head  all  the  time  like  a  duck  on  the 
water : 
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"  Oh,  monsieur,  I  have  plenty  to  fill  up  my  time.  You 
see  we  have  so  many  relations  to  whom  letters  must  be 
written,  and  M.  de  Briseville  leaves  all  coiTespondence  to 
me,  as  his  time  is  taken  up  with  the  religious  history  of 
Xormandy  that  he  is  writing  in  collaboration  with  the  Ablie 
Pelle." 

The  baroness  could  not  help  smiling,  but  she  repeated,  in 
a  half-vexed,  half-amused  tone  : 

"  It  isn't  right  to  laugh  at  people  of  our  own  rank  like  that.'' 

All  at  once  the  carriage  came  to  a  standstill,  and  Julien 
called  out  to  someone  on  the  road  behind  ;  Jeanne  and  the 
baron  leaut  out  of  the  windows,  and  saw  some  singular 
creature  roUiug,  rather  than  running,  towards  them.  Hin- 
dered by  the  floating  skirts  of  his  coat,  unable  to  see  for  his 
hat,  which  kept  slipping  over  his  eyes,  his  sleeves  waving 
like  the  sails  of  a  windmill,  splashing  through  the  puddles, 
stumbling  over  every  large  stone  in  his  way,  hastening, 
jumping,  covered  with  mud,  Sarins  was  running  after  the 
caiTiage  as  fast  as  his  legs  could  carry  him.  As  soon  as  he 
came  up  Julien  leant  down,  caught  hold  of  him  by  the  coat- 
collar,  and  lifted  him  up  on  the  box-seat ;  then,  dropping 
the  reins,  he  began  to  pommel  the  boy's  hat,  which  at  once 
slipped  down  to  his  shoulders.  Inside  the  hat,  which 
sounded  as  if  it  had  been  a  drum,  Marius  yelled  at  the  top 
of  his  voice,  but  it  was  in  vain  that  he  struggled  and  tried 
to  jump  down,  for  his  master  held  him  firmly  with  one  hand 
while  he  beat  him  with  the  other. 

"Papa!  oh,  papa!"  gasped  Jeanne;  and  the  baroness, 
filled  with  indignation,  seized  her  husband's  arm,  and  ex- 
claimed :  "  Stop  him,  Jacques,  stop  him  ! "  The  baron 
suddenly  let  down  the  front  window,  and,  catching  hold  of 
the  vicomte's  sleeve  : 

"Are  you  going  to  stop  beating  that  child?"  he  said  in  a 
voice  that  trembled  with  anger. 
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Julien  turned  roxmd  in  astonishment. 

"  But  don't  you  see  what  a  state  the  little  wretch  has  got 
his  livery  iiato  1 " 

"  What  does  that  matter  to  me  ?  "  exclaimed  the  baron, 
with  his  head  between  the  two.  "  Yovi  sha'n't  be  so  rough 
with  him," 

Julien  got  angry. 

"  Kindly  leave  me  alone,"  he  said;  "it's  nothing  to  do 
with  you  ; "  and  he  raised  his  hand  to  strike  the  lad  again. 
The  baron  caught  hold  of  his  son-in-law's  wrist,  and  flung 
his  uplifted  hand  heavily  down  against  the  woodwork  of  the 
seat,  crying  : 

"  If  you  don't  stop  that,  I'll  get  out  and  soon  make 
you." 

He  spoke  in  so  determined  a  tone  that  the  vicomt  e  s  rage 
suddenly  vanished,  and,  shrugging  his  shoulders,  he  whipped 
up  the  horses,  and  the  carriage  moved  on  again.  All  this 
time  Jeanne  and  her  mother  had  sat  still,  pale  with  fright, 
and  the  beating  of  the  baroness's  heart  could  be  distinctly 
heard.  At  dinner  that  evening  Julien  was  more  agreeable 
than  usual,  and  behaved  as  if  nothing  had  happened. 
Jeanne,  her  father,  and  Madame  Adelaide  easily  forgave, 
and,  touched  by  his  good  temper,  they  joined  in  his  gaiety 
with  a  feeling  of  relief.  When  Jeanne  mentioned  the 
Brisevilles,  her  husband  even  made  a  joke  about  them, 
though  he  quickly  added  : 

"  But  one  can  see  directly  that  they  are  gentle-people." 

No  more  visits  were  paid,  as  everyone  dreaded  any  refer- 
ence to  Marius,  but  they  were  going  to  send  cards  to  their 
neighbours  on  New  Year's  day,  and  then  wait  to  call  on 
them  until  spring  came,  and  the  weather  was  warmer. 

On  Christmas  day  and  New  Year's  day,  tlie  cure,  the 
mayor,  and  his  wife  dined  at  Les  Peuples,  and  their  two 
visits  formed  the  only  break  in  the  monotonous  diiys.  The 
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barou  and  baroness  were  to  leave  the  chateau  on  the  ninth 
of  January;  Jeanne  wanted  them  to  stay  longer,  but  Julien 
did  not  second  her  invitation,  so  the  baron  ordered  the  post- 
chaise  to  be  sent  from  Eouen.  The  evening  before  they 
went  away  was  clear  and  frosty,  so  Jeanne  and  her  father 
walked  down  to  Yport,  for  they  had  not  been  there  since 
Jeanne's  return  from  Corsica. 

Tliey  went  across  the  wood  where  she  had  walked  on  her 
wedding-day  with  him  whose  companion  she  was  henceforth 
to  be,  where  she  had  received  his  first  kiss,  and  had  caught 
her  first  glimpse  of  that  sensual  love  which  was  not  fully 
revealed  to  her  till  that  day  in  the  valley  of  Ota  when  she 
had  drunk  her  husband's  kisses  with  the  water. 

There  were  no  leaves,  no  climbing  plants,  in  the  copse 
now,  only  the  rustling  of  the  branches,  and  that  dry,  crack- 
ling noise  that  seems  to  fill  every  wood  in  winter. 

They  reached  the  little  village  and  went  along  the  empty, 
silent  streets,  which  smelt  of  fish  and  of  sea -weed.  The  big 
brown  nets  were  hangiiuo;  before  the  doors,  or  stretched  out 
on  the  beach  as  of  old ;  towards  Fecamp  the  green  rocks  at 
the  foot  of  the  cliff  could  be  seen,  for  the  tide  was  going  out, 
and  all  along  the  beach  the  big  boats  lay  on  their  sides  look- 
ing like  huge  fish. 

As  night  drew  on,  the  fishermen,  walking  heavily  in  their 
big  sea-boots,  began  to  come  down  on  the  shingle  in  groups, 
their  necks  well  wrapped  up  with  woollen  scarves,  and  carry- 
ing a  litre  of  brandy  in  one  hand,  and  the  boat-lantern  in 
the  other.  They  busied  themselves  round  the  boats, 
putting  on  board,  with  true  Normandy  slowness,  their  nets, 
their  buoys,  a  big  loaf,  a  jar  of  butter,  and  the  bottle  of 
brandy  and  a  glass.  Then  they  pushed  off  the  boats,  which 
went  down  the  beach  with  aharsli  noise,  then  rushed  through 
the  surf,  balanced  themselves  on  the  crest  of  a  wave  for  a 
few  seconds,  and  spread  their  brown  wings  and  disappeared 
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into  the  uight,  with  their  little  lights  shining  at  the  bottom 
of  the  masts.  The  sailors'  wives,  their  big,  bony  frames 
shown  off  by  their  thin  dresses,  stayed  until  the  last  fisher- 
man had  gone  off,  and  then  went  back  to  the  hushed  village, 
where  their  noisy  voices  roused  the  sleeping  echoes  of  the 
gloomy  streets. 

The  baron  and  Jeanne  stood  watching  these  men  go  off 
into  the  darkness,  as  they  went  ofi'  every  night,  risking  their 
lives  to  keep  themselves  from  starving,  and  yet  gaining  so 
little  that  they  could  never  afford  to  eat  meat. 

"  What  a  terrible,  beautiful  thing  is  the  ocean  ? "  said  the 
baron.  "  How  many  lives  are  at  this  very  moment  in  danger 
on  it,  and  yet  how  exquisite  it  looks  now,  with  the  shadows 
falling  over  it  ?    Doesn't  it,  Jeannette  ?  " 

"  This  is  not  so  pretty  as  the  Mediterranean,"  she  answered 
with  a  watery  smile. 

"  The  Mediterranean  !  "  exclaimed  the  baron  scornfully. 
"Why,  the  Mediterranean's  nothing  but  oil  or  sugared 
water,  while  this  sea  is  terrific  with  its  crests  of  foam  and  its 
wild  waves.  And  think  of  those  men  who  have  just  gone 
ofi'  on  it,  and  who  are  already  out  of  siglit." 

Jeanne  gave  in. 

"  Yes,  perhaps  you  are  right,"  she  said  with  a  sigh,  for  the 
word  "  Mediterranean  "  had  sent  a  pang  through  her  heart, 
and  turned  her  thoughts  to  those  far-away  countries  where 
all  her  dreams  lay  buried. 

They  did  not  go  back  through  the  wood,  but  walked  along 
the  road  ;  they  walked  in  silence  for  both  were  saddened  by 
the  thought  of  the  morrow's  ]:)arting.  As  they  passed  the 
farm-houses,  they  could  smell  the  crushed  apples — that  scent 
of  new  cider  which  pervades  all  Normandy  at  this  time  of 
the  year — or  the  strong  odour  of  cows  and  the  healthy, 
warm  smell  of  a  dung-hill.  The  dwelling-houses  could  be 
distinguished  by  their  little  lighted  windows,  and  these  tiny 
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lights,  scattered  over  the  country,  made  Jeaune  thiuk  of  the 
loneliness  of  human  creatures,  and  how  everything  tends  to 
separate  and  tear  them  away  from  those  they  love,  and  her 
heart  seemed  to  grow  bigger  and  more  capable  of  under- 
standing the  mysteries  of  existence. 

"  Life  is  not  always  gay,"  she  said  in  tones  of  resignation. 

The  baron  sighed. 

"  That  ia  true,  ray  child,"  he  replied  ;  "  but  we  cannot 
help  it." 

The  next  day  the  baron  and  baroness  went  away,  leaving 
Jeanne  and  Jxilien  alone. 
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VII. 

The  young  couple  got  into  the  habit  of  playing  cards ;  every 
day  after  lunch  Jeanne  played  several  games  of  bezique  with 
her  husband,  while  he  smoked  his  pipe  and  drank  six  or 
eight  glasses  of  brandy.  M^'hen  they  had  finished  playing, 
Jeanne  went  upstairs  to  her  bedroom,  and,  sitting  by  the 
window,  worked  at  a  petticoat  flounce  she  was  embroidering, 
while  the  wind  and  rain  beat  against  the  j^anes.  When  her 
eyes  ached  she  looked  out  at  the  foamy,  restless  sea,  gazed 
at  it  for  a  few  minutes,  and  then  took  up  her  work  again. 

She  had  nothing  else  to  do  for  Julieu  had  taken  the  en- 
tire management  of  the  house  into  his  hands,  that  he  might 
thoroughly  satisfy  his  longing  for  authority,  and  his  mania 
for  economy.  He  was  exceedingly  stingy  ;  he  never  gave 
the  servants  anything  beyond  their  exact  wages,  never 
allowed  any  food  that  was  not  strictly  necessary.  Every 
morning,  ever  since  she  had  been  at  Les  Peuples,  the  baker 
had  made  Jeanne  a  little  Normandy  cake,  but  Julien  cut  off 
this  expense,  and  Jeanne  had  to  content  herself  with 
toast. 

Wishing  to  avoid  all  arguments  and  quarrels  she  never 
made  any  remark,  but  each  fresh  proof  of  her  husband's 
avarice  hurt  her  like  the  prick  of  a  needle.  It  seemed  so 
petty,  so  odious  to  her,  brought  up  as  she  had  been  in  a 
family  where  money  was  never  thought  of  any  importance. 
How  often  she  had  heard  her  mother  say  :  "  Money  is  made 
to  be  spent ; "  but  now  Julien  kei)t  saying  to  her :  "  Will 
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you  never  be  cured  of  throwing  money  away  1 "  Whenever 
he  could  manage  to  reduce  a  salary  or  a  bill  by  a  few  pence 
he  would  slip  the  money  into  his  pocket,  saying,  with  a 
pleased  smile, 

"  Little  streams  make  big  rivers." 

Jeanne  would  sometimes  find  herself  dreaming  as  she  used 
to  do  before  she  was  married.  She  would  gradually  stop 
working,  and  with  her  hands  lying  idle  in  her  lap  and  her 
eyes  fixed  on  space,  she  built  castles  in  the  air  as  if  she  were 
a  young  girl  again.  But  the  voice  of  Julien,  giving  an 
order  to  old  Simon,  would  call  lier  back  to  the  realities  of 
life,  and  she  would  take  up  her  work,  thinking,  "Ah,  that  is 
all  over  and  done  with  now,"  and  a  tear  would  fall  on  her 
fingers  as  they  pushed  the  needle  through  the  stuff'. 

Rosalie  who  used  to  be  so  gay  and  lively,  always  singing 
snatches  of  songs  as  she  went  about  her  work,  had  gradually 
changed  also.  Her  pkimp  round  cheeks  had  fallen  in  and 
lost  their  brightened  colour,  and  her  skin  was  muddy  and 
dark.  Jeanne  often  asked  her  if  she  were  ill,  but  the  little 
maid  always  answered  with  a  faint  blush,  "  No,  madame," 
and  got  away  as  quickly  as  she  could.  Instead  of  tripping 
along  as  she  had  always  done,  she  now  dragged  herself  pain- 
fully from  room  to  room,  and  seemed  not  even  to  care  how 
she  looked,  for  the  pedlars  in  vain  spread  out  their  ribbons, 
and  corsets  and  bottles  of  scent  before  her,  she  never  bought 
anything  from  them  now. 

At  the  end  of  January,  the  heavy  cloiids  came  across  the 
sea  from  the  north,  and  there  was  a  heavy  fall  of  snow.  In 
one  night  the  whole  plain  was  whitened,  and,  in  the  morn- 
ing, the  trees  looked  as  if  a  mantle  of  frozen  foam  had  been 
cast  over  them. 

Julien  put  on  his  high  boots,  and  passed  his  time  in  the 
ditch  between  the  wood  and  the  plain,  watching  for  the 
migrating  birds.     Every  now  and  then  his  shots  would 
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lireaU  the  frozon  Kili'nc(>  of  tlio  fields,  ;inil  liordos  of  black 
crows  llcw  from  tiic  trees  in  ten'or.  Jeanne,  tired  of  sta}'- 
ing  indoors,  would  go  out  on  the  stops  of  the  house,  where, 
in  the  stillness  of  this  snow-covered  worUl,  slio  conld  henv 
(he  bustle  of  the  farms,  or  the  far-away  murmur  of  the 
waves  and  the  soft  continual  rustle  of  the  falling  snow. 

On  one  of  thesi'  cold,  while  mornings  she  was  sitting 
b_v  her  bedroom  tire,  while  liosalic,  who  looked  worse  and 
worse  t'vt'rv  ihiy,  was  slowly  making  the  bed.  All  at  once 
Jeanne  heard  a  sigh  of  jiain  beliind  her.  Without  turning 
iier  head,  she  asked, 

"What  is  the  matter  with  yon,  Itosalie  !" 

The  maid  answered  as  she  always  did, 
Nothing,  madamo,"  but  her  voice  seemed  to  die  away  as 
she  spoke. 

Jeanne  had  left  oil' thinking  a\)Out  her,  when  she  suddenly 
noticeil  that  she  could  not  hear  the  girl  moving.  She 
called  "  Kosalie." 

Thoi'e  was  no  answ  er.  Then  she  thought  that  the  maid 
must  have  gone  quietly  out  of  tlie  room  without  her  hearing 
her,  and  she  cried  in  a  louder  tone  ;  "  Hosalie  ! Again 
she  received  no  answer,  and  she  was  just  stretching  out  her 
hand  to  ring  the  bell,  when  she  heard  a  low  moan  close  be- 
side lier.    She  started  up  in  terror. 

liosalie  was  sitting  on  the  tloor  with  her  Inuk  against  the 
bed,  her  legs  stretched  stiffly  o>it,  her  face  livid,  and  her 
eves  staring  straight  before  her.    Jeanne  rushed  to  her  side. 

"Oh.  Rosalie!  What  is  the  matter?  what  is  it?"  she 
asked  in  alVright. 

Tlie  maid  did  not  answer  a  worii,  but  fixed  her  wild  eyes 
on  her  mistress  and  gasped  for  breath,  as  if  tortured  by 
some  excruciating  pain.  Then,  stilVening  every  muscle  in 
her  body,  and  stilling  a  cry  of  anguish  between  her  clenched 
tci^th,  she  slipped  down  on  her  back,  ami  all  at  once,  some 
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thing  stirred  underueath  her  dress,  which  ching  tightly 
found  her  legs.  Jeanne  heard  a  strange,  gushing  noise, 
something  like  the  death-rattle  of  someone  who  is  sufibcating, 
and  then  came  a  long  low  wail  of  pain;  it  was  the  first  cry 
of  suffering  of  a  child  entering  the  world. 

The  sound  came  as  a  revelation  to  her,  and,  suddenly 
losing  her  head,  she  rushed  to  the  top  of  the  stairs,  crying, 

"  Julien  !  Julien  !  " 

"  What  do  you  want  ] "  he  answered,  from  below. 

She  gasped  out,  "  It's  Rosalie  who —  who —  "  but  before 
she  could  say  any  more  Julien  was  rushing  up  the  stairs  two 
at  a  time,  he  dashed  into  the  bedroom,  raised  the  girl's 
clothes,  and  there  lay  a  creased,  shrivelled,  hideous,  little 
atom  of  humanity,  feebly  whining  and  trying  to  move  its 
limbs.  He  got  up  with  an  evil  look  on  his  face,  and  pushed 
his  distracted  wife  out  of  the  room,  saying, 

"This  is  no  place  for  you.  Go  away  and  send  me 
Ludivine  and  old  Simon." 

Jeanne  went  down  to  the  kitchen  trembling  all  over,  to 
deliver  her  husband's  message,  and  then  afraid  to  go  up- 
stairs again,  she  went  into  the  drawing-room,  where  a  fire 
was  never  lighted,  now  her  parents  were  away.  Soon  she 
saw  Simon  run  out  of  the  house,  and  come  back  five 
minutes  after  with  Widow  Dentu,  the  village  midwife. 
Next  she  heard  a  noise  on  the  stairs  which  sovmded  as  if 
they  were  caiTying  a  body,  then  Julien  came  to  tell  her  that 
she  could  go  back  to  her  room.  She  went  xipstairs  and  sat 
down  again  before  her  bed-room  fire,  trembling  as  if  she  had 
just  witnessed  some  terrible  accident. 

"  How  is  she  ? "  she  asked. 

Julien,  apparently  in  a  great  rage,  was  walking  about  the 
room  in  a  preoccupied,  nervous  way.  He  did  not  answer 
his  wife  for  some  momentSj  but  at  last  he  asked,  stopping 
in  his  walk ; 
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"  Well,  what  do  yon  mean  to  do  with  this  girl? 
Jeanne  looked  at  her  husband  as  if  she  did  not  understand 
his  qiiestion. 

"  What  do  you  mean  V  she  said.  "  I  don't  know  ;  how 
should  I?" 

"  Well,  anyhow  we  can't  keep  that  child  in  the  house," 
lie  cried,  angrily. 

Jeanne  looked  very  perplexed,  and  sat  in  silence  for  some 
time.    At  last  she  said, 

"But,  my  dear,  we  could  put  it  out  to  nurse  somewhere 

He  hardly  let  her  finish  her  sentence. 

"  And  who'll  pay  for  it  ?    Will  you  1 " 

"But  surely  the  father  will  take  care  of  it,"  she  said,  after 
another  long  silence.  "  And  if  he  marries  Rosalie,  every- 
thing will  be  all  right." 

"The  father!"  answered  Julien,  roughly;  "the  father! 
Do  you  know  who  is  the  father  1  Of  course  you  don't.  Very 
well,  then  ? " 

Jeanne  began  to  get  troubled  :  "  But  he  certainly  will 
not  forsake  the  girl,  it  would  be  such  a  cowardly  thing  to 
do.  We  will  ask  her  his  name,  and  go  and  see  him  and 
force  him  to  give  some  account  of  himself." 

Julien  had  become  calmer,  and  was  again  walking  about 
the  room. 

"My  dear  girl,"  he  replied,  "I  don't  believe  she  will  tell 
you  the  man's  name,  or  me  either.  Besides,  suppose  he 
wouldn't  marry  her  1  You  must  see  that  we  can't  keep  a 
girl  and  her  illegitimate  child  in  our  house." 

But  Jeanne  would  only  repeat,  doggedly, 

"  Then  the  man  must  be  a  villain  ;  but  we  will  find  out 
who  he  is,  and  then  he  will  have  \is  to  deal  with  instead  of 
that  poor  girl." 

Julien  got  very  red. 

"  But  until  we  know  who  he  is  ?  "  he  asked. 
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She  did  not  know  what  to  propose,  so  she  asked  J  alien 
what  he  thought  was  the  best  thing  to  do.  He  gave  his 
opinion  very  promptly. 

"  Oh,  I  should  give  her  some  money,  and  let  her  and  her 
brat  go  to  the  devil." 

That  made  Jeanne  very  indignant. 

"  That  shall  never  be  done,"  she  declared  ;  "  Rosalie  is 
my  foster-sister,  and  we  have  grown  up  together.  She  has 
erred,  it  is  true,  but  I  will  never  turn  her  out  of  doors  for 
that,  and,  if  there  is  no  other  way  out  of  the  difficulty,  I 
will  bring  up  the  child  myself." 

"  And  we  should  have  a  nice  reputation,  shouldn't  we, 
with  our  name  and  connections  1 "  burst  out  Julien. 
"People  would  say  that  we  encouraged  vice,  and  sheltered 
prostitutes,  and  respectable  people  would  never  come  near 
us.  Why,  what  can  you  be  thinking  of?  You  must  be 
mad  !  " 

"  I  will  never  have  Kosalie  turned  out,"  she  repeated, 
quietly.  "If  you  will  not  keep  her  here,  my  mother  will 
take  her  back  again.  But  we  are  sure  to  find  out  the 
name  of  the  father." 

At  that,  he  went  out  of  the  room,  too  angry  to  talk  to 
her  any  longer,  and  as  he  bauged  the  door  after  him  he 
cried, 

"  'sVomen  are  fools  with  their  absurd  notions  !  " 

In  the  afternoon  Jeanne  went  up  to  see  the  invalid.  She 
was  lying  in  bed,  wide  awake,  and  the  Widow  Dentu  was 
rocking  the  child  in  her  arms.  As  soon  as  she  saw  her  mis- 
ti-ess  Rosalie  began  to  sob  violently,  and  when  Jeanne 
wanted  to  kiss  her,  she  turned  away  and  hid  her  face  under 
the  bed-clothes.  The  nurse  interfered  and  drew  down  the 
sheet,  and  then  Rosalie  made  no  further  resistance,  though 
the  tears  still  ran  down  her  cheeks. 

The  room  was  very  cold,  for  there  was  only  a  small  fire 
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in  the  grate,  and  the  child  was  crying.  Jeanne  did  not  dare 
make  any  reference  to  the  little  one,  for  fear  of  causing 
another  burst  of  tears,  but  she  held  Rosalie's  hand  and 
kept  repeating  mechanically, 

"It  won't  matter;  it  w^ou't  matter." 

The  poor  girl  glanced  shyly  at  the  nurse  from  time  to 
time;  the  child's  cries  seemed  to  pierce  her  heart,  and  sobs  still 
escaped  from  her  occasionally,  though  she  forced  herself  to 
swallow  her  tears.  Jeanne  kissed  her  again,  and  whispered 
in  her  ear  ;  "  We'll  take  good  care  of  it,  you  may  be  sure  of 
that,"  and  then  ran  quickly  out  of  the  room,  for  Rosalie's 
tears  were  beginning  to  flow  again. 

After  that,  Jeanne  went  up  every  day  to  see  the  invalid, 
and  every  day  Rosalie  burst  into  tears  when  her  mistress 
came  into  the  room.  The  child  was  put  out  to  nurse,  and 
Julien  would  hardly  speak  to  his  wife  for  he  could  not  for- 
give her  for  refusing  to  dismiss  the  maid.  One  day  he  re- 
turned to  the  subject,  but  Jeanne  drew  out  a  letter  from  her 
mother  in  which  the  baroness  said  that  if  they  would  not 
keep  Rosalie  at  Les  Peuples  she  was  to  be  sent  on  to  Rouen 
directly. 

"  Your  mother's  as  great  a  fool  as  you  are,"  cried  Julien  ; 
but  he  did  not  say  anything  more  about  sending  Rosalie 
away,  and  a  fortnight  later  the  maid  was  able  to  get  up  and 
perform  her  duties  again. 

One  morning  Jeanne  made  her  sit  down,  and  holding  both 
her  hands  in  hers  ; 

"  Now  then,  Rosalie,  tell  me  all  about  it,"  she  said,  look- 
ing her  straight  in  the  face. 

Rosalie  began  to  tremble. 

"  All  about  what,  madame?  "  she  said,  timidly. 
"  Who  is  the  father  of  your  child  ?  "  asked  Jeanne. 
A  look  of  despair  came  over  the  maid's  face,  and  she 
st  ruggled  to  disengage  her  hands  from  her  mistress's  grasp 
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but  Jeanne  kissed  her,  in  spite  of  her  struggles,  and  tried  to 
console  her. 

"  It  is  true  you  have  been  weak,"  she  said,  "  but  you  are 
not  the  first  to  whom  such  a  misfortune  has  happened,  and, 
if  only  the  father  of  the  child  marries  you,  no  one  will  think 
anything  more  about  it ;  we  would  employ  him,  and  he  could 
live  here  with  you." 

Rosalie  moaned  as  if  she  w'ere  being  tortured,  and  tried 
to  get  her  hands  free  that  she  might  run  away. 

"  I  can  quite  understand  how  ashamed  you  feel,"  went  on 
Jeanne,  "  but  you  see  that  I  am  not  angry,  and  that  I  speak 
kindly  to  you.  I  wish  to  know  this  man's  name  for  your 
own  good,  for  I  fear,  from  your  grief,  that  he  means  to 
abandon  you,  and  I  want  to  prevent  that.  Julien  will  see 
him,  and  we  will  make  him  marry  you,  and  we  shall 
employ  you  both ;  we  will  see  that  he  makes  you  happy." 

This  time  Rosalie  made  so  vigorous  an  effort,  that  she 
succeeded  in  wrenching  her  hands  away  from  her  mistress, 
and  she  rushed  from  the  room  as  if  she  were  mad. 

"  I  have  tried  to  make  Rosalie  tell  me  her  seducer's 
name,"  said  Jeanne  to  her  husband  at  dinner  that  evening, 
"  but  I  did  not  succeed  in  doing  so.  Try  and  see  if  she  will 
tell  you,  that  we  may  force  the  wretch  to  marry  her." 

"There,  don't  let  me  hear  any  more  about  all  that,"  he 
said,  angrily.  "  Yon  wanted  to  keep  this  girl,  and  you  have 
done  so,  but  don't  bother  me  about  her." 

He  seemed  still  more  irritable  since  Rosalie's  confinement 
than  he  had  been  before.  He  had  got  into  the  habit  of 
shouting  at  his  wife,  whenever  he  spoke  to  her,  as  if  he  were 
always  angry,  while  she,  on  the  contrary,  spoke  softly,  and 
did  everything  to  avoid  a  quiirrel ;  but  she  often  cried  when 
she  was  alone  in  her  room  at  night.  In  spite  of  his  bad 
temper,  Julien  had  resumed  the  marital  duties  he  had  so 
neglected  since  his  wedding-tour,  and  it  was  seldom  now 
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that  he  let  three  nights  pass,  without  accompanying  his  wife 
to  her  room. 

Rosahe  soon  got  quite  well  again,  and  with  better  health 
came  better  spirits,  but  she  always  seemed  frightened  and 
haunted  by  some  strange  dread.  Jeanne  tried  twice  more 
to  make  her  name  her  seducer,  but  each  time  she  ran  away, 
without  saying  anything.  Julien  suddenly  became  better- 
tempered,  and  his  young  wife  began  to  cherish  vague  hopes, 
and  to  regain  a  little  of  her  former  gaiety ;  but  she  often 
felt  very  unwell,  though  she  never  said  anything  about  it. 

For  five  weeks  the  crisp,  shining  snow  had  lain  on  the 
frozen  ground  ;  in  the  day-time  there  was  not  a  cloud  to  be 
seen,  and  at  night  the  sky  was  strewn  with  stars.  Standing 
alone  in  their  square  courtyards,  behind  the  great  frosted 
trees,  the  farms  seemed  dead  beneath  their  snowy  shrouds. 
Neither  men  nor  cattle  could  go  out,  and  the  only  sign  of 
life  about  the  homesteads  and  cottages  was  the  smoke  that 
went  straight  up  from  the  chimueys  into  the  frosty  air. 

The  grass,  the  hedges  and  the  wall  of  elms  seemed  killed 
by  the  cold.  From  time  to  time  the  trees  cracked,  as  if  the 
fibres  of  their  branches  were  separating  beneath  the  bark, 
and  sometimes  a  big  branch  would  break  off  and  fall  to  the 
ground,  its  sap  frozen  and  dried  up  by  the  intense  cold. 

Jeanne  thought  the  severe  weather  was  the  cause  of  her 
ill-health,  and  she  longed  for  the  warm  spring  breezes. 
Sometimes  the  very  idea  of  food  disgusted  her,  and  she 
could  eat  nothing ;  at  otlier  times  she  vomited  after  every 
meal,  unable  to  digest  the  little  she  did  eat.  She  had 
violent  palpitations  of  the  heart,  and  she  lived  in  a  constant 
and  intolerable  state  of  nervous  excitement. 

One  evening,  when  the  thermometer  was  sinking  still 
lower,  Julien  shivered  as  he  left  the  dinner  table  (for  the 
dining-room  was  never  sufficiently  heated,  so  careful  was  he 
over  the  wood),  and  rubbing  his  hands  together, 
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•'  It's  too  cold  to  sleep  alone  to-night,  isn't  it,  darling  1 " 
he  whispered  to  his  wife,  with  one  of  his  old  good-tempered 
laughs. 

Jeanne  threw  her  arms  round  his  neck,  but  she  felt  so  ill, 
so  nervous,  and  she  had  such  aching  pains  that  evening, 
that,  with  her  lips  close  to  his,  she  begged  him  to  let  her 
sleep  alone. 

"  I  feel  so  ill  to-night,"  she  said,  "  but  I  am  sure  to  be 
better  to-morrow." 

"  Just  as  you  please,  my  dear,"  he  answered.  "  If  you 
are  ill,  you  must  take  care  of  yourself."  And  he  began  to 
talk  of  something  else. 

Jeanne  went  to  bed  early.  Julien,  for  a  wonder,  ordered 
a  fire  to  be  lighted  in  his  own  room  ;  and  when  the  servant 
came  to  tell  him  that  "  the  fire  had  burnt  up,"  he  kissed 
his  wife  on  the  forehead  and  said  good-night. 

The  very  walls  seemed  to  feel  the  cold,  and  made  little 
crackling  noises  as  if  they  were  shivering.  Jeanne  lay 
shaking  with  cold  ;  twice  she  got  up  to  put  more  logs  on 
the  fire,  and  to  pile  her  petticoats  and  dresses  on  the  bed, 
but  nothing  seemed  to  make  her  any  warmer.  There  were 
nervous  twitchings  in  her  legs,  which  made  her  toss  and 
turn  restlessly  from  side  to  side.  Her  feet  were  numbed, 
her  teeth  chattered,  her  hands  trembled,  her  heart  beat  so 
slowly  that  sometimes  it  seemed  to  stop  altogether  ;  and 
she  gasped  for  breath  as  if  she  could  not  draw  the  air  into 
her  lungs. 

As  the  cold  crept  higher  and  higher  up  her  limbs,  she  was 
seized  with  a  terrible  fear.  She  had  never  felt  like  this 
before ;  life  seemed  to  be  gradiially  slipping  away  from  her, 
and  she  thought  each  breath  she  drew  would  be  her  last. 

"  I  am  going  to  die  !  I  am  going  to  die  !  "  she  thought  ; 
and,  in  her  terror,  she  jumped  out  of  bed,  and  rang  for 
Bosalie. 
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No  one  came ;  she  rang  again,  and  again  waited  for  an 
answer,  shuddering  and  half-frozen  ;  but  she  waited  in 
vain.  Perhaps  the  maid  was  sleeping  too  heavily  for  the 
bell  to  rouse  her,  and,  almost  beside  herself  with  fear, 
Jeanne  rushed  out  on  to  the  landing  without  putting  any- 
thing round  her,  and  with  bare  feet.  She  went  noiselessly 
up  the  dark  stairs,  felt  for  Rosalie's  door,  opened  it,  and 
called  "  Eosalie  ! "  then  went  into  the  room,  stumbled 
against  the  bed,  passed  her  hands  over  it,  and  found  it 
empty  and  quite  cold,  as  if  no  one  had  slept  in  it  that 
night. 

"Surely  she  cannot  have  gone  out  in  such  weather  as 
this,"  she  thought. 

Her  heart  began  to  beat  so  violently  that  it  almost 
suffocated  her,  and  she  went  downstairs  to  rouse  Julian,  her 
legs  giving  way  under  her  as  she  walked.  She  burst  open 
her  husband's  door,  and  hurried  across  the  room,  spurred  on 
by  the  idea  that  she  was  going  to  die  and  the  fear  that  she 
would  become  unconscious  before  she  could  see  him  again. 

Suddenly  she  stopped  with  a  shriek,  for  by  the  light  of 
the  dying  fire  she  saw  Rosalie's  head  on  the  pillow  beside 
her  husband's.  At  her  cry  they  both  started  up,  but  she 
had  already  recovered  from  the  first  shock  of  her  discovery, 
and  fled  to  her  room,  while  Julien  called  after  her, 
"  Jeanne  !  Jeanne  ! "  She  felt  she  could  not  see  him  or 
listen  to  his  excuses  and  his  lies,  and  again  rushing  out  of 
her  room  she  ran  downstairs.  The  staircase  was  in  total 
darkness,  but  filled  with  the  desire  of  flight,  of  getting  away 
without  seeing  or  hearing  any  more,  she  never  stayed  to 
think  that  she  might  fall  and  break  her  limbs  on  the  stone 
stairs. 

On  the  last  step  she  sat  down,  unable  to  think,  unable  to 
reason,  her  head  in  a  whirl.  Julien  had  jumped  out  of  bed, 
and  was  hastily  dressing  himself.    She  heard  him  moving 
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about,  and  she  started  up  to  escape  from  him.  Ho  came 
downstairs  crying,  "  Jeanne,  do  hsten  to  me  !  " 

N.),  she  would  not  listen  ;  he  should  not  degrade  her  hy 
his  touch.  She  dashed  into  the  dining-room  as  if  a  murderer 
were  pursuing  her,  looked  round  for  a  hiding-place  or  some 
dark  corner  where  she  might  conceal  herself,  and  then 
crouched  down  under  the  table.  The  door  opened,  and 
Julien  came  in  with  a  light  in  his  hand,  still  calling, 
"  Jeanne  !  Jeanne  !  "  She  started  olF  again  like  a  hunted 
hare,  tore  into  the  kitchen,  round  which  she  ran  twice  like 
some  wild  animal  at  bay,  then,  as  he  was  getting  nearer 
and  nearer  to  her,  she  suddenly  flung  open  the  garden  door, 
and  rushed  out  into  the  night. 

Her  bare  legs  sank  into  the  snow  up  to  her  knees,  and 
this  icy  contact  gave  her  new  strength.  Although  she  had 
nothing  on  but  her  chemise  she  did  not  feel  the  bitter  cold  ; 
her  mental  anguish  was  too  great  for  the  consciousness  of 
any  mere  bodily  pain  to  reach  her  brain,  and  she  ran  on  and 
on,  looking  as  white  as  the  snow-covered  earth.  She  did 
not  stop  once  to  take  breatli,  but  rushed  on  across  wood  and 
plain  without  knowing  or  thinking  of  what  she  was  doing. 
Suddenly  she  found  herself  at  the  edge  of  the  cliff.  She 
instinctively  stopped  short,  and  then  crouched  down  in  the 
snow  and  lay  there  with  her  mind  as  powerless  to  think  as 
her  body  to  move. 

All  at  once  she  began  to  tremble,  as  does  a  sail  when 
caught  by  the  wind.  Her  arms,  her  hands,  her  feet,  shook 
and  twitched  convulsively,  and  consciousness  returned  to 
her.  Things  that  had  happened  a  long  time  before  came 
back  to  her  memory:  the  sail  in  Lastique's  boat  with  him, 
their  conversation,  the  dawn  of  their  love,  the  christening 
of  the  boat ;  then  her  thoughts  went  still  farther  back  till 
they  reached  the  night  of  her  arrival  from  the  convent — the 
night  she  had  spent  in  happy  dreams.    And  now,  now  !  Her 
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life  was  ruined  ;  she  had  had  all  her  pleasure ;  there  were 
no  joys,  no  happiness,  in  store  for  her ;  and  she  could  see 
the  terrible  future  with  all  its  tortures,  its  deceptions,  and 
despair.  Surely  it  would  be  better  to  die  now,  at  once. 
She  heard  a  voice  in  the  distance  crying, 
"This  way!  this  way!  Here  are  her  footmarks."  It 
was  Julieu  looking  for  her. 

Oh  !  she  could  not,  she  would  not,  see  him  again  !  Never 
again  !  From  the  abyss  before  her  came  the  faint  sound  of 
the  waves  as  they  broke  ou  the  rocks.  She  stood  up  to 
tlirow  herself  over  the  cliff,  and  in  a  despairing  farewell  to 
life,  she  moaned  out  that  last  cry  of  the  dying — the  word 
that  the  soldier  gasps  out  as  he  lies  wounded  to  death  on 
the  battle-field—"  Mother  I  " 

Then  the  thought  of  how  her  mother  would  sob  when  she 
heard  of  her  daughter's  death,  and  how  her  father  would 
kneel  in  agony  beside  her  mangled  corpse,  flashed  across  her 
mind,  and  in  that  one  second  she  realised  all  the  bitterness 
of  their  grief.  She  fell  feebly  back  on  the  snow,  and  Julien 
and  old  Simon  came  up,  with  Marius  behind  them  holding 
a  lantern.  They  drew  her  back  before  they  dared  attempt 
to  raise  her,  so  near  the  edge  of  the  cliff  was  she  ;  and  tliey 
did  with  lier  what  tiiey  liked,  for  she  could  not  move  a 
muscle.  She  knew  that  they  carried  her  indoors,  that  she 
was  put  to  bed,  and  rubbed  with  hot  flannels,  and  then  she 
was  conscious  of  nothing  more. 

A  nightmare — but  was  it  a  nightmare  ? — baunted  her. 
She  thought  she  was  in  bed  in  her  own  room  ;  it  was  broad 
dajdight,  but  she  could  not  get  up,  though  slie  did  not  know 
why  she  could  not.  She  heard  a  noise  on  the  boards — a 
scratching,  rustling  noise — and  all  at  once  a  little  grey 
mouse  nin  over  the  sheet.  Then  another  one  appeared,  and 
another  which  came  running  towards  her  chest.  Jeanne 
was  not  frightened ;  she  wanted  to  take  hold  of  the  little 
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animal,  and  put  out  her  hand  towards  it,  but  she  could  not 
catch  it. 

Then  came  more  mice— ten,  twenty,  hundreds,  thousands, 
sprang  up  on  all  sides.  They  ran  up  the  bed-posts,  and 
along  the  tapestry,  and  covered  the  whole  bed.  They  got 
under  the  clothes,  and  Jeanne  could  feel  them  gliding  over 
her  skin,  tickling  her  legs,  running  up  and  down  her  body. 
She  could  see  them  coming  from  the  foot  of  the  bed  to  get 
inside  and  creep  close  to  her  breast,  but  when  she  struggled 
and  stretched  out  her  hands  to  catch  one,  she  always  clutched 
the  air.  Then  she  got  angry,  and  cried  out,  and  wanted  to 
run  away ;  she  fancied  some  one  held  her  down,  and  that 
strong  arms  were  thrown  around  her  to  prevent  her  moving, 
but  she  could  not  see  anyone.  She  had  no  idea  of  the  time 
that  all  this  lasted ;  she  only  knew  that  it  seemed  a  very 
long  while. 

At  last  she  became  conscious  again — conscious  that  she 
was  tired  and  aching,  and  yet  better  than  she  had  been. 
She  felt  very,  very  weak.  She  looked  round,  and  did  not 
feel  at  all  surprised  to  see  her  mother  sitting  by  her  bed-side 
with  a  stout  man  whom  she  did  not  know.  She  had  for- 
gotten how  old  she  was,  and  thought  she  was  a  little  child 
again,  for  her  memory  was  entirely  gone. 

"See,  she  is  conscious,"  said  the  stout  man. 

The  baroness  began  to  cry,  and  the  big  man  said, 

"  Come,  come,  madame  la  baronne  ;  I  assure  you  there  is 
no  longer  any  danger,  but  you  must  not  talk  to  her ;  just 
let  her  sleep." 

It  seemed  to  Jeanne  that  she  lay  for  a  long  time  in  a 
doze,  which  became  a  heavy  sleep  if  she  tried  to  think  of 
anything.  She  had  a  vague  idea  that  the  past  contained 
something  dreadful,  and  she  was  content  to  lie  still  without 
trying  to  recall  anything  to  her  memory.  But  one  day, 
when  she  opened  her  eyes,  she  saw  Julien  standing  beside 
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the  bed,  and  the  curtain  which  hid  everything  from  her  was 
suddenly  drawn  aside,  and  she  remembered  what  had 
happened. 

She  threw  back  the  clothes  and  sprang  out  of  bed  to 
escape  from  her  husband ;  but  as  soon  as  her  feet  touched 
the  floor  she  fell  to  the  ground,  for  she  was  too  weak  to 
stand.  Julien  hastened  to  her  assistance,  but  when  he 
attempted  to  raise  her,  she  shrieked  and  rolled  from  side  to 
side  to  avoid  the  contact  of  his  hands.  The  door  opened, 
and  Aunt  Lison  and  the  Widow  Dentu  hurried  in,  closely 
followed  by  the  baron  and  his  wife,  the  latter  gasping  for 
breath. 

They  put  Jeanne  to  bed  again,  and  she  closed  her  eyes 
and  pretended  to  be  asleep  that  she  might  think  undisturbed. 
Her  mother  and  aunt  busied  themselves  around  her,  saying 
from  time  to  time  : 

"  Do  you  know  us  now,  Jeanne,  dear  ] " 

She  pretended  not  to  hear  them,  and  made  no  answer ; 
and  in  the  evening  they  went  away,  leaving  her  to  the  care 
of  the  nurse.  She  could  not  sleep  all  that  night,  for  she 
was  painfully  trying  to  connect  the  incidents  she  could 
remember,  one  with  the  other  ;  but  there  seemed  to  be  gaps 
in  her  memory  which  she  could  not  bridge  over.  Little  by 
little,  however,  all  the  facts  came  back  to  her,  and  then  she 
tried  to  decide  what  she  had  better  do.  She  must  have 
been  very  ill,  or  her  mother  and  Aunt  Lison  and  the  baron 
would  not  have  been  sent  for;  but  what  had  Julien  said? 
Did  her  parents  know  everything'?    And  where  was  Rosalie  1 

The  only  thing  she  could  do  was  to  go  back  to  Rouen 
with  her  father  and  mother ;  they  could  all  live  tliere 
together  as  they  used  to  do,  and  it  would  be  just  the  same 
as  if  she  had  not  been  married. 

The  next  day  she  noticed  and  listened  to  all  that  went 
on  around  hei",  but  she  did  not  let  anyone  see  that  she 
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understood  everything  and  had  recovered  her  full  senses. 
Towards  evening,  when  no  one  but  the  baroness  was  in  her 
room,  Jeanne  whispered  softly  : 
"  Mother,  dear  !  " 

She  was  surprised  to  hear  how  changed  her  own  voice 
was,  but  the  baroness  took  her  hands,  exclaiming  : 

"  My  child  !  my  dear  little  Jeanne  !  Do  you  know  me, 
my  pet  1 " 

"  Yes,  mother.  But  you  mustn't  cry  ;  I  want  to  talk  to 
you  seriously.  Did  Julien  tell  you  why  I  ran  out  into  the 
snow  1 " 

"  Yes,  my  darling.  You  have  had  a  very  dangerous 
fever." 

"  That  was  not  the  reason,  mamma ;  I  had  the  fevei 
afterwards.  Hasn't  he  told  you  why  I  tried  to  run  away, 
and  what  was  the  cause  of  the  fever  1 " 

"  No,  dear." 

"  It  was  because  I  found  Kosalie  in  his  bed." 
The  baroness  thought  she  was  still  delirious,  and  tried  to 
soothe  her. 

"  There,  there,  my  darling ;  lie  down  and  try  to  go  tr 
sleep." 

But  Jeanne  would  not  be  quieted. 

"  I  am  not  talking  nonsense  now,  mamma  dear,  though  1 
daresay  I  have  been  lately,"  she  said.  "  I  felt  very  ill  one 
night,  and  I  got  up  and  went  to  Julien's  room  ;  there  I  saw 
Rosalie  lying  beside  him.  My  grief  nearly  drove  me  mad, 
and  I  ran  out  into  the  snow,  riieaning  to  throw  myself  over 
the  cliff." 

"Yes,  darling,  you  have  been  ill,  very  ill  indeed," 
answered  the  baroness. 

"It  wasn't  that,  mamma.  I  found  Rosalie  in  Julien's 
bed,  and  I  will  not  stay  with  him  any  longer.  Yo\i  shall 
take  me  back  to  Rouen  with  joxi." 
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The  doctor  had  told  the  baroness  to  let  Jeanne  have  her 
own  way  in  everything,  so  she  answered  : 
"  Very  well,  my  pet." 
Jeanne  began  to  lose  patience. 

"  I  see  you  don't  believe  me,"  she  said  pettishly.  "  Go 
and  find  papa  ;  perhaps  he'll  manage  to  understand  that  I 
am  speaking  the  truth." 

The  baroness  rose  slowly  to  her  feet,  dragged  herself  out 
of  the  room  with  the  aid  of  two  sticks,  and  came  back  in  a 
few  minutes  with  the  baron.  They  sat  down  by  the  bed- 
side, and  Jeanne  began  to  speak  in  her  weak  voice.  She 
spoke  quite  coherently,  and  she  told  them  all  about  Julien's 
odd  ways,  his  harshness,  his  avarice,  and,  lastly,  his 
infidelity. 

The  baron  could  see  that  her  mind  was  not  wandering, 
but  he  hardly  knew  what  to  say  or  think.  He  affectionately 
took  her  hand,  like  he  used  to  do  when  she  was  a  child  and 
he  told  her  fairy  tales  to  send  her  to  sleep. 

"  Listen,  my  dear,"  he  said.  "  We  must  not  do  anything 
rashly.  Don't  let  us  say  anything  till  we  have  thought  it 
well  over.  Will  you  promise  me  to  try  and  bear  with  your 
husband  until  we  have  decided  what  is  best  to  be  done  1 " 

"Very  well,"  she  answered;  "but  I  will  not  stay  here 
after  I  get  well." 

Then  she  added,  in  a  whispei",  "  Where  is  Rosalie  now  ? " 

"You  shall  not  see  her  any  more,"  replied  the  baron. 

But  she  persisted  ;  "  Where  is  she  1    I  want  to  know." 

He  owned  that  she  was  still  in  the  house,  but  he  declared 
she  should  go  at  once. 

Directly  he  left  Jeanne's  room,  his  heart  full  of  pity  for 
his  child  and  indignation  against  her  husband,  the  baron 
went  to  find  Julien,  and  said  to  him  sternly  : 

"  Monsieur,  I  have  come  to  ask  for  an  explanation  of  your 
behaviour  to  my  daughter.    You  have  not  only  been  false 
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to  her,  but  you  liave  deceived  Jier  with  your  servant,  which 
makes  your  conduct  doubly  infamous." 

Julien  swore  he  was  innocent  of  such  a  thing,  and  called 
Heaven  to  witness  his  denial.  What  proof  was  there  1 
Jeanne  was  just  recovering  from  brain  fever,  and  of  course 
her  thoughts  were  still  confused,  ^he  had  rushed  out  in 
the  snow  one  night  at  the  beginning  of  her  illness,  in  a  fit  of 
delirium,  and  how  could  her  statement  be  believed  when,  on 
the  very  night  that  she  said  she  had  surprised  her  maid  in 
her  husband's  bed,  she  was  dashing  over  the  house  nearly 
naked,  and  quite  unconscious  of  what  she  was  doing  ! 

Julien  got  very  angry,  and  threatened  the  baron  with  an 
action  if  he  did  not  withdraw  his  accusation  ;  and  the  baron, 
confused  by  this  indignant  denial,  began  to  make  excuses  and 
to  beg  his  son-in-law's  pardon ;  but  Julien  refused  to  take 
his  outstretched  hand. 

Jeanne  did  not  seem  vexed  when  she  heard  what  her 
husband  had  said. 

"  He  is  telling  a  lie,  papa,"  she  said,  quietly  ;  "  but  we 
will  force  him  to  own  the  truth." 

For  two  days  she  lay  silent,  turning  over  all  sorts  of 
things  in  her  mind ;  on  the  third  morning  she  asked  for 
Rosalie.  The  baron  refused  to  let  the  maid  go  up  and  told 
Jeanne  that  she  had  left.  But  Jeanne  insisted  on  seeing 
her,  and  said  : 

"  Send  someone  to  fetch  her  then. " 

AVhen  the  doctor  came  she  was  very  excited  because  they 
would  not  let  her  see  the  maid,  and  they  told  him  what  was 
the  matter.  Jeanne  burst  into  tears  and  almost  shrieked  ; 
"  I  will  see  her  !  I  will  see  her  !  " 

The  doctor  took  her  hand  and  said  in  a  low  voice  : 

"  Calm  yourself,  madame.  Any  violent  emotion  might 
have  very  serious  results  just  now  ;  for  jov.  are  enceinte." 

Jeanne's  tears  ceased  directly  ;  oven  as  the  doctor  spoke 
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she  fancied  she  could  feel  a  movement  within  her,  and  she 
lay  still,  paying  no  attention  to  what  was  being  said  or  done 
around  her.  She  could  not  sleep  that  night ;  it  seemed  so 
strange  to  think  that  within  her  was  another  life,  and  she 
felt  sorry  because  it  was  Julien's  child,  and  full  of  fears  in 
case  it  should  resemble  its  father. 

The  next  morning  she  sent  for  the  baron. 

"  Papa  dear,"  she  said ;  "  I  have  made  up  my  mind  to 
know  the  whole  truth  ;  especially  now.  You  hear,  I  will 
know  it,  and  you  know,  you  must  let  me  do  as  I  like,  be- 
cause of  my  condition.  Now  listen ;  go  and  fetch  M.  le 
cure ;  he  must  be  here  to  make  Rosalie  tell  the  truth. 
Then,  as  soon  as  he  is  here,  you  must  send  her  up  to  me, 
and  you  and  mamma  must  come  too ;  but,  whatever  you 
do,  don't  let  Julien  know  what  is  going  on." 

The  priest  came  about  an  hour  afterwards.  He  was 
fatter  than  ever,  and  panted  quite  as  much  as  the  baroness. 
He  sat  down  in  an  arm-chair  and  began  joking,  while  he 
wiped  his  forehead  with  his  checked  handkerchief  from  sheer 
habit. 

"  Well,  Madame  la  baronne,  I  don't  think  we  are  either 
of  us  getting  thinner  ;  in  my  opinion  we  make  a  very  hand- 
some pair."  Then  turning  to  the  invalid,  he  said  :  "  Ah,  ah  ! 
my  young  lady,  I  hear  we're  soon  to  have  a  christening,  and 
that  it  won't  be  the  christening  of  a  boat  either,  this  time, 
ha,  ha,  ha  !  "  Then  he  went  on  in  a  grave  voice,  "  It  will  be 
one  more  defender  for  the  country,  or,"  after  a  short  silence, 
"another  good  wife  and  mother  like  you,  madame,"  with  a 
bow  to  the  baroness. 

The  door  flew  open  and  there  stood  Rosalie,  crying 
struggling,  and  refusing  to  move,  while  the  baron  tried  to 
push  her  in.  At  last  he  gave  her  a  sudden  shake,  and  threw 
her  into  the  room  with  a  jerk,  and  she  stood  in  the  middle 
of  the  floor,  with  her  face  in  her  Lauds,  sobbing  violently. 
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Jeanne  started  up  as  white  as  a  sheet,  and  her  heart  could 
be  seen  beating  under  her  thin  night-dress.  It  was  some 
time  before  she  could  speak,  but  at  last  she  gasped  out  : 

"  There — there — is  no — need  for  me  to — question  you. 
Your  confusion  in  my  presence — is — is  quite  sufficient — 
proof — of  your  guilt." 

She  stopped  for  a  few  moments  for  want  of  breath,  and 
then  went  on  again  : 

"  But  I  wish  to  know  all.  You  see  that  M.  le  cure  is 
here,  so  you  understand  you  w'ill  have  to  answer  as  if  you 
were  at  confession." 

Rosalie  had  not  moved  from  where  the  baron  had  pushed 
her;  she  made  no  answer  but  her  sobs  became  almost 
shrieks.  The  baron,  losing  all  patience  with  her,  seized  her 
bauds,  drew  them  roughly  from  her  face  and  threw  her  on 
her  knees  beside  the  bed,  crying : 

"  Why  don't  you  say  something  1    Answer  your  mistress." 

She  crouched  down  on  the  ground  in  the  position  in 
wliich  Mary  ^lagdalene  is  generally  depicted ;  her  cap  was 
on  one  side,  her  apron  on  the  floor,  and  as  soon  as  her  hands 
were  free  she  again  buried  her  face  in  them. 

"  Come,  come,  my  girl,"  said  the  cure,  "  we  don't  want  to 
do  you  any  harm,  but  we  must  know  exactly  what  has 
happened.  Now  listen  to  what  is  asked  you  and  answer 
truthfully." 

Jeanne  was  leaning  over  the  side  of  the  bed,  looking  at 
the  girl. 

"Is  it  not  true  that  I  found  you  in  Julien's  bed  ? "  she 
asked. 

"  Yes,  madame,"  moaned  out  Rosalie  through  her  fingers. 

At  that  the  baroness  burst  into  tears  also,  and  the 
sound  of  her  sobs  mingled  with  the  maid's. 

"How  long  had  that  gone  on?"  asked  Jeanne,  her  eyes 
fixed  on  the  maid. 
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"  Ever  since  he  came  here,"  stammered  Rosalie. 

"  Since  he  came  here,"  repeated  Jeanne,  hardly  imder- 
standing  what  the  words  meant.  "  Do  you  mean  since — 
since  the  spring  ? " 

"Yes,  madame." 

"  Since  he  fii'st  came  to  the  house  ?  " 
"  Yes,  madame." 

"But  how  did  it  happen?  How  did  he  come  to  say  any- 
thing to  you  about  it  1 "  burst  out  Jeanne,  as  if  she  could 
keep  back  the  questions  no  longer.  "  Did  he  force  you,  or 
did  you  give  yourself  to  him  ?  How  could  you  do  such  a 
thing  ? " 

"I  don't  know,"  answered  Rosalie,  taking  her  hands  from 
her  face  and  speaking  as  if  the  words  were  forced  from  her 
by  an  irresistible  desire  to  talk  and  to  tell  all.  "  The  day 
he  dined  'ere  for  the  first  time,  'e  came  up  to  my  room. 
He  'ad  'idden  in  the  garret  and  I  dvirsn't  cry  out  for  fear  of 
what  everyone  would  say.  He  got  into  my  bed,  and  I 
dunno'  how  it  was  or  what  I  did,  but  he  did  just  as  'e  liked 
with  me.  I  never  said  nothin'  about  it  because  I  thought 
he  was  nice." 

"  But  your — your  child  1    Is  it  his  ? "  cried  Jeanne. 

"Yes,  madame,"  answered  Rosalie,  between  her  sobs. 
Then  neither  said  anything  more,  and  the  silence  was  only 
broken  by  the  baroness's  and  Rosalie's  sobs. 

The  tears  rose  to  Jeanne's  eyes,  and  flowed  noiselessly 
down  her  cheeks.  So  her  maid's  child  had  the  same  father 
as  her  own  !  All  her  anger  had  evaporated  and  in  its  place 
was  a  dull,  gloomy  deep  despair.  After  a  short  silence  she 
said  in  a  softer,  tearful  voice  : 

"After  we  returned  from — from  our  wedding-tour — when 
did  he  begin  again  1 " 

"  The — the  night  you  came  back,"  answered  the  maid 
who  was  now  almost  lying  on  the  floor. 
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Each  word  rung  Jeanne's  heart.  He  had  actually  left 
her  for  this  girl  the  very  night  of  their  return  to  Les 
Peuples  !  That  then,  was  why  he  had  let  her  sleep  alone. 
She  had  heard  enough  now,  she  did  not  want  to  know  any- 
thing more  and  she  cried  to  the  girl  : 

"  Go  away  !  go  away  !  " 

As  Kosalie,  overcome  by  her  emotion,  did  not  move,  she 
called  to  her  father  : 

"  Take  her  away  !    Carry  her  out  of  the  room  !  " 

But  the  cure,  who  had  said  nothing  up  to  now,  thought 
the  time  had  come  for  a  little  discourse. 

"  You  have  behaved  very  wickedly,"  he  said  to  Rosalie, 
"  very  wickedly  indeed,  and  the  good  God  will  not  easily 
forgive  you.  Think  of  the  punishment  which  awaits  you 
if  you  do  not  live  a  better  life  henceforth.  Now  you  are 
young  is  the  time  to  train  yourself  in  good  ways.  Xo  doubt 
Madame  la  baronne  will  do  something  for  you,  and  we  shall 
be  able  to  find  you  a  husband — " 

He  would  have  gone  on  like  this  for  a  long  time  had  not 
the  baron  seized  Rosalie  by  the  shoulders,  dragged  her  to 
the  door  and  thrown  her  into  the  passage  like  a  bundle  of 
clothes. 

When  he  came  back,  looking  whiter  even  than  his 
daughter,  the  cur^  began  again  : 

"  Well,  you  know,  all  the  girls  rov.ad  here  are  the  same. 
It  is  a  very  bad  state  of  things,  but  it  can't  be  helped,  and 
we  must  make  a  little  allowance  for  the  weakness  of  human 
nature.  They  never  marry  until  they  are  enceiiitfs  ;  never, 
madanie.  One  might  almost  call  it  a  local  custom,"  he 
added,  with  a  smile.  Then  he  went  on  indignantly  :  "Even 
the  children  are  the  same.  Only  last  year  I  found  a  little 
boy  and  girl  from  my  class  in  the  cemetery  together.  I 
told  their  parents,  and  what  do  you  think  tlio}'  replied  : 
'■  Well,  M'sieu  I'cure,  we  didn't  teach  it  them ;  we  can't  help 
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it.'  So  you  see,  monsieur,  yovir  maid  has  only  done  like  the 
others — " 

"The  maid!"  interrupted  the  baron,  trembling  with  ex- 
citement. "The  maid!  What  do  I  care  about  her'?  It's 
Julien's  conduct  which  I  think  so  abominable,  and  I  shall 
certainly  take  my  daughter  away  with  me."  He  walked  vip 
and  down  the  room,  getting  more  and  more  angry  with 
every  step  he  took.  "It  is  infamous  the  way  he  has  deceived 
my  daughter,  infamous !  He's  a  wretch,  a  villain,  and  I 
will  tell  him  so  to  his  face.  I'll  horsewhip  him  within  an 
inch  of  his  life." 

The  cure  was  slowly  enjoying  a  pinch  of  snuff  as  he  sat 
beside  the  baroness,  and  thinking  how  he  could  make  peace. 
"  Come  now,  M.  le  baron,  between  ourselves  he  has  only 
done  like  everyone  else.  I  am  quite  sure  you  don't  know 
many  husbands  who  are  faithful  to  their  wives,  do  you  now?" 
And  he  added  in  a.  sly,  good-natured  way  :  "  I  bet  you, 
yourself,  have  played  your  little  games ;  you  can't  say  con- 
scientiously that  you  haven't,  I  know  !  Why  of  course  you 
have  !  And  who  knows  but  what  you  have  made  the  ac- 
quaintance of  some  little  maid  just  like  Rosalie.  I  tell  you 
every  man  is  the  same.  And  your  escapades  didn't  make 
your  wife  unhappy,  or  lessen  your  affection  for  her ;  did 
they?" 

The  baron  stood  still  in  confusion.  It  was  true  that  he 
had  done  the  same  himself,  and  not  only  once  or  twice  but 
as  often  as  he  had  got  the  chance ;  his  wife's  presence  in  the 
house  had  never  made  any  difference,  when  the  servants 
were  pretty.  And  was  he  a  villain  because  of  that  ?  Then 
why  should  he  judge  Julien's  conduct  so  severely  when  he 
had  never  thought  that  any  fault  could  be  found  with  his 
own. 

Though  her  tears  were  hardly  dried,  the  idea  of  her  hus- 
band's pranks  brought  a  slight  smile  to  the  baroness's  lips. 
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for  she  was  one  of  those  good-natured,  tender-hearted, 
sentimental  womcu  to  whom  love-adventures  are  an  essential 
part  of  existence. 

Jeanne  lay  back  exhausted,  thinking,  with  open  unseeing 
eyes,  of  all  this  painful  episode.  The  expression  that  had 
wounded  her  most  in  Rosalie's  confession  was  :  "I  never 
said  anything  about  it  because  I  thought  he  was  nice."  She, 
his  wife,  had  also  thought  him  "  nice,"  and  that  was  the  sole 
reason  why  she  had  united  hei'self  to  him  for  life,  had  given 
up  every  other  hope,  every  other  project  to  join  her  destiny 
to  his.  She  had  plunged  into  marriage,  into  this  pit  from 
which  there  was  no  escape,  into  all  this  misery,  this  grief, 
this  despair,  simply  because,  like  Rosalie,  she  had  thought 
him  "  nice." 

The  door  was  flung  violently  open  and  Julien  came  in, 
looking  perfectly  wild  with  rage.  He  had  seen  Rosalie 
moaning  on  the  landing,  and  guessing  that  she  had  been 
forced  to  speak,  he  had  come  to  see  what  was  going  on ; 
but  at  the  sight  of  the  priest  he  was  taken  thoroughly 
aback. 

"  What  is  it  1  What  is  the  matter  1  "  he  asked,  in  a  voice 
which  trembled  in  spite  of  his  efforts  to  make  it  sound 
calm. 

The  baron,  who  had  been  so  violent  just  before,  dared  say 
nothing  after  the  cure's  argument,  in  case  his  son-in-law 
should  quote  his  own  example  ;  the  baroness  only  wept  more 
bitterly  than  before,  and  Jeaniie  raised  herself  on  her  hands 
and  looked  steadily  at  this  man  who  was  causing  her  so 
much  sorrow.  Her  breath  came  and  went  quickly^  but  she 
managed  to  answer  : 

"  The  matter  is  that  we  know  all  about  your  shameful 
conduct  ever  since — ever  since  the  day  you  firet  came  here ; 
we  know  that — that — Rosalie's  child  is  yours — like — like 
mine,  and  that  they  will  be — brothers.  " 
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Her  grief  became  so  poignant  at  this  thought  that  she  hid 
herself  under  the  bedclothes  and  sobbed  bitterly.  Julien 
stood  open-mouthed,  not  knowing  what  to  say  or  do.  The 
cure  again  interposed. 

"  Come,  come,  my  dear  young  lady,"  he  said,  "  you 
mustn't  give  way  like  that.    See  now,  be  reasonable." 

He  rose,  went  to  the  bedside,  and  laid  his  cool  hand  on 
this  despairing  woman's  forehead.  His  simple  touch  seemed 
to  soothe  her  wonderfully  ;  she  felt  calmer  at  once,  as  if  the 
large  hand  of  this  country  priest,  accustomed  to  gestures  of 
absolution  and  sympathy,  had  borne  with  it  some  strange, 
peace-giving  power. 

"  Madame,  we  must  always  forgive,"  said  the  good-natured 
priest.  "  You  are  borne  down  by  a  great  grief,  but  God,  in 
His  mercy,  has  also  sent  you  a  great  joy,  since  He  has  per- 
mitted you  to  have  hopes  of  becoming  a  mother.  This 
child  will  console  you  for  all  your  trouble  and  it  is  in  its 
name  that  I  implore,  that  I  adj  ure,  you  to  forgive  M.  Julien, 
It  will  be  a  fresh  tie  between  you,  a  pledge  of  your  husband's 
future  fidelity.  Can  you  steel  your  heart  against  the  father 
of  your  unborn  child  1 " 

Too  weak  to  feel  either  anger  or  resentment,  and  only 
conscious  of  a  crushed,  aching,  exhausted  sensation,  she 
made  no  answer.  Her  nerves  were  thoroughly  unstrung, 
and  she  clung  to  life  but  by  a  very  slender  thread. 

The  baroness,  to  whom  resentment  seemed  utterly  im- 
possible and  whose  mind  was  simply  incapable  of  bearing 
any  prolonged  strain,  said  in  a  low  tone  : 

"  Come,  Jeanne  !  " 

The  cure  drew  Julien  close  to  the  bed  and  placed  his  hand 
in  his  wife's,  giving  it  a  little  tap  as  if  to  make  the  union 
more  complete.  Then,  dropping  his  professional  pulpit  tone, 
he  said,  with  a  satisfied  air  : 

"  There  !  that's  done.    Believe  me,  it  is  better  so." 
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The  two  hands,  united  thus  for  an  instant,  loosed  their 
clasp  directly.  Julien,  not  daring  to  embrace  Jeanne,  kissed 
his  mother-in-law,  then  turned  on  his  heel,  took  the  baron 
(who,  in  his  heart,  was  not  sorry  that  everything  had  finished 
so  quietly)  by  the  arm,  and  drew  him  from  the  room  to  go 
and  smoke  a  cigar. 

'I'hen  the  tired  invalid  went  to  sleep  and  the  baroness  and 
the  priest  began  to  chat  in  low  tones.  The  abbe  talked  of 
what  had  just  occurred  and  proceeded  to  explain  his  ideas  on 
the  subject,  while  the  baroness  assented  to  everything  he 
said  with  a  nod. 

"  Very  well,  then,  it's  understood,"  he  said,  in  conclusion. 
''You  give  the  girl  the  farm  at  Barville  and  I  will  under- 
take to  find  her  a  good,  honest  husband.  Oh,  you  may  be 
sure  that  with  twenty  thousand  francs  -we  shall  not  want 
candidates  for  her  hand.  We  shall  have  an  embarras  de 
choix." 

The  baroness  was  smiling  happily  now,  though  two  tears 
still  lingered  on  her  cheeks. 

"  Bar  7ille  is  worth  twenty  thousand  francs,  at  the  very 
least,"  she  said  ;  "  and  you  understand  that  it  is  to  be 
settled  on  the  child  though  the  parents  will  have  it  as  long 
as  they  live." 

Then  the  cure  shook  bauds  with  the  baroness,  and  rose  to 
go- 

"  Don't  get  up,  Madame  la  baronne,  don't  get  up,"  lie 
exclaimed.    "  I  know  the  value  of  a  step  too  well  myself." 

As  he  went  out  he  met  Aunt  Lison  coming  to  see  her 
patient.  She  did  not  notice  that  anything  extraordinary  had 
happened.  No  one  had  told  her  anything,  and,  as  usual, 
she  had  not  the  slightest  idea  of  what  was  going  on. 
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EosALiE  had  left  the  house  and  the  time  of  Jeanne's  confine- 
ment was  drawing  near.  The  sorrow  she  had  gone  through 
had  taken  away  all  pleasure  from  the  thought  of  becoming 
a  mother,  and  she  waited  for  the  child's  birth  witliout  any 
impatience  or  curiosity,  her  mind  entirely  filled  with  a  pre- 
sentiment of  coming  evils. 

Spring  was  close  at  hand.  The  bare  trees  still  ti-embled  in 
the  cold  wind,  but,  in  tlie  damp  ditches,  the  yellow  primroses 
were  already  blossoming  among  the  decaying  autumn  leaves. 
The  rain-soaked  fields,  the  farm-yards  and  the  commons  ex- 
haled a  damp  odour,  as  of  fermenting  liquor,  and  little  green 
leaves  peeped  out  of  the  browJi  earth  and  glistened  in  the 
sun. 

A  big,  strongly-built  woman  had  been  engaged  in  Rosalie's 
place,  and  she  now  supported  the  baroness  in  her  dreary 
walks  along  the  avenue,  where  the  track  made  by  her  foot 
was  always  damp  and  muddy. 

Jeanne,  low-spirited  and  in  constant  pain,  leant  on  her 
father's  arm  when  she  went  out,  while  on  her  other  side 
walked  Aunt  Lison,  holding  her  niece's  hand,  and  thinking 
nervously,  of  this  mysterious  suffering  that  she  would  never 
know.  They  would  all  three  walk  for  hours  without  speak- 
ing a  word,  and,  while  they  were  out,  Julien  went  all  over 
the  country  on  horseback,  for  he  had  suddenly  become  very 
fond  of  riding. 

The  baron,  his  wife,  and  the  vicomte,  paid  a  visit  to  the 


122 


A  WOMAN'S  LIFE. 


Fonrvilles  (whom  Jiilien  seemed  to  know  very  well,  though 
no  one  at  the  chateau  knew  exactly  how  the  acquaintance^ 
had  begun),  and  another  duty-call  was  paid  to  the  Brisevilles, 
and  those  two  visits  were  the  only  break  in  their  dull,  mono- 
tonous life. 

One  afternoon,  about  four  o'clock,  two  people  on  horse- 
back trotted  up  to  the  chateau.  Julien  rushed  into  his  wife's 
room  in  great  excitement : 

"  Make  haste  and  go  down,"  he  exclaimed.  "  Here  are 
the  Fourvilles.  They  have  come  simply  to  make  a  neigh- 
bourly call  as  they  know  the  condition  you  are  in.  Say  I 
am  out  but  that  I  shall  be  in  soon.  I  am  just  going  to 
change  my  coat." 

Jeanne  went  downstairs  and  found  in  the  drawing-room  a 
gigantic  man  with  big,  red  moustaches,  and  a  pale,  pretty 
woman  with  a  sad-looking  face,  sentimental  eyes  and  hair  of 
a  dead  gold  that  looked  as  if  the  sun  had  never  caressed  it. 
When  the  fair-haired  woman  had  introduced  the  big  man  as 
her  husband,  she  said  : 

"  M.  de  Lamare,  whom  we  have  met  several  times,  has 
told  us  how  unwell  you  are,  so  we  thought  we  would  not 
put  off  coming  to  see  you  any  longer.  You  see  we  have 
come  on  horseback,  so  you  must  look  upon  this  simply  as  a 
neighbourly  call ;  besides,  I  have  already  had  the  pleasure 
of  receiving  a  visit  from  your  mother  and  the  baron." 

She  spoke  easily  in  a  refined,  familiar  way,  and  Jeanne 
fell  in  love  with  her  at  once.  "  In  her  I  might,  indeed,  find 
a  friend,"  she  thought. 

The  Comte  de  Fourville,  unlike  his  wife,  seemed  as  much 
out  of  place  in  a  drawing-room  as  a  bull  in  a  china  shop. 
When  he  sat  down  he  put  his  hat  on  a  chair  close  by  him, 
and  then  the  problem  of  what  he  should  do  with  his  hands  pre- 
sented itself  to  him.  First  he  rested  them  on  his  knees,  then  on 
the  arms  of  his  chair,  and  finally  joined  them  as  if  in  prayer. 
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Julien  came  in  so  changed  in  appearance  that  Jeanne 
stared  at  him  in  mute  surprise.  He  had  shaved  himself  and 
looked  as  handsome  and  charming  as  when  he  was  wooing 
her.  His  hair,  just  now  so  coarse  and  dull,  had  been  brushed 
and  sprinkled  with  perfumed  oil  till  it  had  recovered  its  soft 
shining  waves,  and  his  large  eyes,  which  seemed  made  to 
express  nothing  but  love,  had  their  old  winning  look  in 
them.  He  made  himself  as  amiable  and  fascinating  as  he 
had  been  before  his  marriage.  He  pressed  the  hairy  paw  of 
the  comte,  who  seemed  much  relieved  by  his  presence,  and 
kissed  the  hand  of  the  comtesse,  whose  ivory  cheek  became 
just  tinged  with  pink. 

When  the  Fourvilles  were  going  away  the  comtesse 
said : 

"  Will  you  come  for  a  ride  on  Thursday,  vicomte  1 "  And 
as  Julien  bowed  and  replied,  "  I  shall  be  very  pleased, 
madame,"  she  turned  and  took  Jeanne's  hand,  saying  to 
her,  affectionately  : 

"  When  you  are  well  again  we  must  all  three  go  for  long 
rides  together.  We  could  make  such  delightful  excursions 
if  you  would." 

Then  she  gracefully  caught  up  the  skirt  of  her  riding- 
habit  and  sprang  into  the  saddle  as  lightly  as  a  bird,  and 
her  husband,  after  awkwardly  raising  his  hat,  leapt  on  to 
his  huge  horse,  feeling  and  looking  at  his  ease  as  soon  as  he 
was  mounted. 

"  What  charming  people  !  "  cried  Julien,  as  soon  as  they 
were  out  of  sight.  "  We  may,  indeed,  think  ourselves 
lucky  to  have  made  their  acquaintance." 

*' The  little  comtesse  is  delightful,"  answered  Jeanne, 
feeling  pleased  herself  though  she  hardly  knew  why.  "  I 
am  sure  I  shall  like  her ;  but  the  husband  seems  a  bear. 
How  did  you  get  to  know  them  1 " 

"  I  met  them  one  day  at  the  Brisevilles,"  he  replied^  i-ub- 
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biiig  his  hands  together  cheerfully.  "  The  husband  cer- 
tainly is  a  little  rough,  but  he  is  a  true  gentleman.  He  is 
passionately  fond  of  shooting." 

Nothing  else  happened  until  the  end  of  July.  Then,  one 
Tuesday  evening,  as  they  were  all  sitting  under  the  plane-tree 
beside  a  little  table,  on  which  stood  two  liqueur  glasses  and 
a  decanter  of  brandy,  Jeanne  suddenly  turned  very  white 
and  put  both  her  hands  to  her  side  with  a  cry.  A  sharp 
pain  had  shot  through  her  and  at  once  died  away.  In  about 
ten  minutes  came  another  one,  hardly  so  severe  but  of 
longer  duration  than  the  first.  Her  father  and  husband 
almost  carried  her  indoors,  for  the  short  distance  between 
the  plane-tree  and  her  room  seemed  miles  to  her ;  she  could 
not  stifle  her  moans,  and,  overpowered  by  an  intolerable 
sense  of  heaviness  and  weight,  she  implored  them  to  let  her 
sit  down  and  rest. 

The  child  was  not  expected  until  September  but,  in  case 
of  accident,  a  horse  was  hariaessed  and  old  Simon  galloped 
off  for  the  doctor.  He  came  about  midnight  and  at  once 
recognised  the  signs  of  a  premature  confinement.  The 
actual  pain  had  a  little  diminished  but  Jeanne  felt  an  awful 
deathly  faintness,  and  she  thought  she  was  going  to  die,  for 
Death  is  sometimes  so  close  that  his  icy  breath  can  almost 
be  felt. 

The  room  was  full  of  people.  The  baroness  lay  back  in 
an  armchair  gasping  for  breath  ;  the  baron  ran  hither  and 
thither,  bringing  all  manner  of  things  and  completely  losing 
his  head  ;  Julien  walked  up  and  down  looking  very  troubled 
but  really  feeling  quite  calm,  and  the  Widow  Dentu,  whom 
nothing  could  surprise  or  startle,  stood  at  the  foot  of  the 
bed  with  an  expression  suited  to  the  occasion  on  her 
face. 

Nurse,  mid-wife  and  watcher  of  the  dead,  equally  ready  to 
welcome  the  new-born  infant,  to  receive  its  first  cry,  to  im- 
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merse  it  in  its  first  bath  and  to  wrap  it  in  its  first  covering, 
or  to  hear  the  last  word,  the  last  death-rattle,  the  last  moan 
of  the  dying,  to  clothe  them  in  their  last  garment,  to  sponge 
their  wasted  bodies,  to  draw  the  sheet  about  their  still  faces, 
the  Widow  Dentu  had  become  utterly  indifferent  to  any  of 
the  chances  accompanying  a  birth  or  a  death. 

Every  now  and  then  Jeanne  gave  a  low  moan.  For  two 
hours  it  seemed  as  if  the  child  would  not  be  born  yet,  after 
all ;  but  about  daybreak  the  pains  recommenced  and  soon 
became  almost  intolerable.  As  the  involuntary  cries  of 
iinguish  burst  through  her  clenched  teeth,  Jeanne  thoiight 
of  Rosalie  who  had  hardly  even  moaned,  and  whose  bastard 
child  had  been  born  without  any  of  the  torture  such  as  she 
was  suffering.  In  her  wretched,  troubled  mind  she  drew 
comparisons  between  her  maid  and  herself,  and  she  cursed 
God  Whom,  until  now,  she  had  believed  just.  She  thought 
in  angry  astonishment  of  how  fate  favoxirs  the  wicked,  and 
of  the  unpardonable  lies  of  those  who  hold  forth  induce- 
ments to  be  upright  and  good. 

Sometimes  the  agony  was  so  great  that  she  could  think  of 
nothing  else,  her  suffering  absorbing  all  her  strength,  her 
reason,  her  consciousness.  In  the  intervals  of  relief  her 
eyes  were  fixed  on  Julien,  and  then  she  was  filled  with  a 
mental  anguish  as  she  thought  of  the  day  her  maid  had 
fallen  at  the  foot  of  this  very  bed  with  her  new-born  child — 
the  brother  of  the  infant  that  was  now  causing  her  such 
terrible  pain.  She  remembered  perfectly  every  gesture, 
every  look,  every  word  of  her  husband  as  he  stood  beside  the 
maid,  and  now  she  could  see  in  his  movements  the  same 
ennui,  the  same  indifference  for  her  suffering  as  he  had  felt 
for  Rosalie's  ;  it  was  the  selfish  carelessness  of  a  man  whom 
the  idea  of  paternity  irritates. 

She  was  seized  by  an  excruciating  pain,  a  spasm  so  agonis- 
ing that  she  thought,  "  I  am  going  to  die  !    I  am  dying  !  " 


126 


A  WOMAN'S  LIFE. 


And  her  soul  was  filled  with  a  furious  hatred;  she  felt  she 
must  curse  this  man  who  was  the  cause  of  all  her  agony,  and 
this  child  which  was  killing  her.  She  strained  every  muscle 
in  a  supreme  effort  to  rid  herself  of  this  awful  burden,  and 
then  it  felt  as  if  her  whole  inside  were  pouring  away  from 
her,  and  her  suffering  suddenly  became  less. 

The  nurse  and  the  doctor  bent  over  her  and  took  some- 
thing away  ;  she  heanl  the  choking  noise  she  had  heard  once 
before,  and  then  the  low  cry  of  pain,  the  feeble  whine  of  the 
new-born  child  filled  her  ears  and  seemed  to  enter  her  poor, 
exhausted  body  till  it  reached  her  very  soul  ;  and,  in  an 
unconscious  movement,  she  tried  to  hold  out  her  arms. 

With  the  child  was  born  a  new  joy,  a  fresh  rapture.  In 
one  second  she  had  been  delivered  from  that  terrible  pain 
and  made  happier  than  she  had  ever  been  before,  and  she 
revived  in  mind  and  body  as  she  realised,  for  the  first  time, 
the  pleasure  of  being  a  mother. 

She  wanted  to  see  her  child.  It  had  not  any  hair  or 
nails,  for  it  had  come  before  its  time,  but  when  she  saw 
this  human  larva  move  its  limbs  and  open  its  mouth,  and 
when  she  touched  its  wrinkled  little  face,  her  heart  over- 
flowed with  happiness,  and  she  knew  that  she  would  never 
feel  weary  of  life  again,  for  her  love  for  the  atom  she  held 
in  her  arms  would  be  so  absorbing  that  it  would  make  her 
indifi^erent  to  everything  else. 

From  that  time  her  child  was  her  chief,  her  oidy  care, 
and  she  idolised  it  the  more,  perhaps,  because  she  had  been 
so  deceived  in  her  love  and  disappointed  in  her  hopes. 
She  insisted  on  having  the  cot  close  to  her  bed,  and,  when 
she  could  get  up,  she  sat  by  the  window  the  whole  day 
rocking  the  cradle  with  her  foot.  She  was  even  jealous  of 
the  wet-nurse,  and  when  the  hungry  baby  held  out  its  arms 
and  mouth  towards  the  big  blue-veined  breast,  she  felt  as  if 
she  would  like  to  tear  her  son  from  this  strong,  quiet 
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peasant  woman's  arms,  and  strike  and  scratch  the  bosom  to 
which  he  clung  so  eagerly. 

She  embroidered  his  fine  robes  herself,  putting  into  them 
the  most  elaborate  work ;  he  was  always  surrounded  by  a 
cloud  of  lace  and  wore  the  handsomest  caps.  The  only 
thing  she  could  talk  about  was  the  baby's  clothes,  and  she 
was  always  interrupting  a  conversation  to  hold  up  a  band, 
or  bib,  or  some  especially  pretty  ribbon  for  admiration,  for 
she  took  no  notice  of  what  was  being  said  around  her  as  she 
turned  and  twisted  some  tiny  garment  about  in  her  hands, 
and  held  it  up  to  the  light  to  see  better  how  it  looked. 

"  Don't  you  think  he  will  look  lovely  in  that  1 "  she  was 
always  asking,  and  her  mother  and  the  baron  smiled  at  this 
all-absorbing  affection;  but  Julien  would  exclaim,  impatiently, 
"  What  a  nuisance  she  is  with  that  brat ! "  for  his  habits 
had  been  upset  and  his  overweening  importance  diminished 
by  the  arrival  of  this  noisy,  imperious  tyrant,  and  he  was 
half-jealous  of  the  scrap  of  humanity  who  now  held  the 
first  place  in  the  house.  Jeanne  could  hardly  bear  to  be 
away  from  her  baby  for  an  instant,  and  she  even  sat  watch- 
ing him  all  night  through  as  he  lay  sleeping  in  his  cradle. 
These  vigils  and  this  continual  anxiety  began  to  tell  upon 
her  health.  The  want  of  sleep  weakened  her  and  she  grew 
thinner  and  thinner,  until,  at  last,  the  doctor  ordered  the 
child  to  be  separated  from  her. 

It  was  in  vain  that  she  employed  tears,  commands  and 
entreaties.  Each  night  the  baby  slept  with  his  nurse,  and 
each  night  his  mother  rose  from  her  bed  and  went,  bare- 
footed, to  put  her  ear  to  the  keyhole  and  listen  if  he  was 
sleeping  quietly.  Julien  found  her  there  one  night  as  he 
was  coming  in  late  from  dining  at  the  Fourvilles,  and  after 
that  she  was  locked  into  her  room  every  evening  to  compel 
her  to  stay  in  bed. 

The  child  was  to  be  named  Pierre  Simon  Paul  (they  were 
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going  to  call  him  Paul)  and  at  the  end  of  August  he  waa 
christened,  the  baron  being  godfather,  and  Aunt  Lison  god- 
mother. At  the  beginning  of  September  Aunt  Lison  Aventaway, 
and  her  absence  was  as  unnoticed  as  her  presence  had  been. 

One  evening,  after  dinner,  the  cure  called  at  the  chateau. 
There  seemed  an  air  of  mystery  about  him,  and,  after  a  few 
commonplace  remarks,  he  asked  the  baron  and  baroness  if 
he  could  speak  to  them  in  priTate  for  a  few  moments. 
They  all  three  walked  slowly  down  the  avenue  talking 
eagerly  as  they  went,  while  Julien,  feeling  uneasy  and 
irritated  at  this  secrecy,  was  left  behind  with  Jeanne.  He 
offered  to  accompany  the  priest  when  he  went  away,  and 
they  walked  off  towards  the  church  where  the  angelus  was 
ringing.  It  was  a  cool,  almost  cold,  evening,  and  the  others 
soon  went  into  the  house.  They  were  all  Vjeginning  to  feel 
a  little  drowsy  when  the  drawing-room  door  was  suddenly 
thrown  open  and  Julien  came  in  looking  very  vexed. 
Without  stopping  to  see  whether  Jeanne  was  there  or  not, 
he  cried  to  the  baron,  as  soon  as  he  entered  the  room : 

"  Upon  my  soul  you  must  be  mad  to  go  and  give  twenty 
thousand  francs  to  that  girl  !  " 

They  were  all  taken  too  much  by  surprise  to  make  any 
answer,  and  he  went  on,  too  angry  to  speak  distinctly  :  "  I 
can't  understand  how  you  can  be  such  fools  !  But  there 
I  suppose  you  will  keep  on  till  we  haven't  a  sou  left !  " 

The  baron,  recovering  hiniself  a  little,  tried  to  check  his 
son-in-law : 

"  Be  quiet !  "  he  exclaimed.  "  Don't  you  see  that  your 
wife  is  in  the  room  1 " 

"  I  don't  care  if  she  is,"  answered  Julien,  stamping  his 
foot.  "  Besides,  she  ought  to  know  about  it.  It  is  depriv- 
ing her  of  her  rightful  inheritance." 

Jeanne  had  listened  to  her  husband  in  amazement, 
utterly  at  a  loss  to  know  what  it  was  all  about ; 
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"  Whatever  is  the  matter  ? "  she  asked. 

Then  Julien  turned  to  her,  expecting  her  to  side  with 
him,  as  the  loss  of  the  money  would  affect  her  also.  He 
told  her  in  a  few  words  how  her  parents  were  trying  to 
arrange  a  marriage  for  Kosalie,  and  how  the  maid's  child 
was  to  have  the  farm  at  Barville,  which  was  worth  twenty 
thousand  francs  at  the  very  least.  And  he  kept  on  re- 
peating : 

"  Your  parents  must  be  mad,  my  dear,  raving  mad  ! 
Twenty  thousand  francs  !  Twenty  thousand  francs !  They 
can't  be  in  their  right  senses  !  Twenty  thousand  francs  for 
a  bastard ! " 

Jeanne  listened  to  him  quite  calmly,  astonished  herself 
to  find  that  she  felt  neither  anger  nor  sorrow  at  his  mean- 
ness, but  she  was  perfectly  indifferent  now  to  everything 
which  did  not  concern  her  child.  The  baron  was  choking 
with  anger,  and  at  last  he  burst  out,  with  a  stamp  of  the 
foot : 

"  Keally,  this  is  too  much  !  Whose  fault  is  it  that  this 
girl  has  to  have  a  dowry  t  You  seem  to  forget  who  is  her 
child's  father  ;  but,  no  doubt,  you  would  abandon  her  alto- 
gether if  you  had  your  way  I  " 

Julien  gazed  at  the  baron  for  a  few  moments  in  silent 
surprise.    Then  he  went  on  more  quietly  : 

"But  fifteen  hundred  francs  would  have  been  ample  to 
give  her.  All  the  peasant-girls  about  here  have  children 
before  they  marry,  so  what  does  it  matter  who  they  have 
them  by  ?  And  then,  setting  aside  the  injustice  you  will 
be  doing  Jeanne  and  me,  you  forget  that  if  you  give  Rosalie 
a  farm  worth  twenty  thousand  francs  everybody  will  see  at 
once  that  there  must  be  a  reason  for  such  a  gift.  You 
should  think  a  little  of  what  is  due  to  our  name  and  position." 

He  spoke  in  a  calm,  cool  way  as  if  he  were  sure  of  his 
logic  and  the  strength  of  his  argument.    The  baron,  discon- 
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certed  by  this  fresh  view  of  the  matter,  could  find  nothing 
to  say  in  reply,  and  Julien,  feeling  his  advantage,  added  : 

"  But  fortunately,  nothing  is  settled.  I  know  the  man 
who  is  going  to  marry  her  and  he  is  an  honest  fellow  with 
whom  everything  can  yet  be  satisfactorily  arranged.  I  will 
see  to  the  matter  myself." 

With  that  he  went  out  of  the  room,  wishing  to  avoid  any 
further  discussion,  and  taking  the  silence  with  which  his 
words  were  received  to  mean  acquiescence. 

As  soon  as  the  door  had  closed  after  his  son-in-law,  the 
baron  exclaimed  : 

"  Oh,  this  is  more  than  I  can  stand  !  " 

Jeanne,  catching  sight  of  her  father's  horrified  expression, 
burst  into  a  clear  laugh  which  rang  out  as  it  used  to  do 
whenever  she  had  seen  something  very  funny  : 

"  Papa,  papa  !  "  she  cried.  "  Did  you  hear  the  tone  in 
which  he  said  '  twenty  thousand  francs  ! '  " 

The  baronoss,  whose  smiles  lay  as  near  the  surface  as  her 
tears,  quivered  with  laughter  as  she  saw  Jeanne's  gaiety, 
and  thought  of  her  son-in-law's  furious  face,  and  his  indig- 
nant exclamations  and  determined  attempt  to  prevent  this 
money,  which  was  not  his,  being  given  to  the  girl  he  had 
seduced.  Finally  the  baron  caught  the  contagion  and  they 
all  three  laughed  till  they  ached  as  in  the  happy  days  of 
old.    When  they  were  a  little  calmer,  Jeanne  said  : 

"  It  is  very  funny,  but  really  I  don't  seem  to  mind  in  the 
least  what  he  says  or  does  now.  I  look  upon  him  quite  as 
a  stranger,  and  I  can  hardly  believe  I  am  his  wife.  You 
see  I  am  able  to  laugh  at  his — his  want  of  delicacy." 

And  the  parents  and  child  involuntarilv  kissed  each 
other,  with  smiles  on  their  lips,  though  the  tears  were  not 
very  far  from  their  eyes. 

Two  days  after  this  scene,  when  Julien  had  gone  out  for 
a  ride,  a  tall,  young  fellow  of  about  four  or  five-and- 
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twenty,  dressed  in  a  braud-new  blue  blouse,  which  hung  in 
stiff  folds,  climbed  stealthily  over  the  fence,  as  if  he  had 
been  hiding  there  all  the  morning,  crept  along  the  Couil- 
lards'  ditch,  and  went  round  to  the  other  side  of  the 
chateau  where  Jeanne  and  her  father  and  mother  were 
sitting  under  the  plane  tree.  He  took  off  his  cap  and 
awkwardly  bowed  as  he  came  towards  them,  and,  when  he 
was  within  speaking  distance,  mumbled  : 

"Your  servant,  monsieur  le  baron,  madame  and  com- 
pany." Then,  as  no  one  said  anything  to  him  he  intro- 
duced himself  as  "  Desire  Lecoq." 

This  name  failing  to  explain  his  presence  at  the  chateau, 
the  baron  asked  : 

"  What  do  you  want  ? " 

The  peasant  was  very  disconcerted  when  he  found  he 
had  to  state  his  business.  He  hesitated,  stammered,  cast 
his  eyes  from  the  cap  he  held  in  his  hands  to  the  chateau 
roof  and  back  again,  and  at  last  began  : 

"  M'sieu  I'cure  has  said  somethin'  to  me  about  this  busi- 
ness— "  then,  fearing  to  say  too  much  and  thus  injure  his 
own  interests,  he  stopped  short. 

"What  business'?"  asked  the  baron.  "I  don't  know  what 
you  mean." 

"About  your  maid— what's  her  name — Rosalie,"  said  the 
man  in  a  low  voice. 

Jeanne,  guessing  what  he  had  come  about,  got  up  and 
went  away  with  her  child  in  her  arms. 

"  Sit  down,"  said  the  baron,  pointing  to  the  chair  his 
daughter  had  just  left. 

The  peasant  took  the  seat  with  a  "  Thank  you,  kindly," 
and  then  waited  as  if  he  had  nothing  whatever  to  say. 
After  a  few  moments,  during  which  no  one  spoke,  he 
thought  he  had  better  say  something,  so  he  looked  up  to 
the  blue  sky  and  remarked : 


132 


A  WOMAN'S  LIFE. 


"What  fine  weather  for  this  time  of  year  to  be  sure. 
It'll  help  on  the  crops  finely."  And  then  he  again  relapsed 
into  silence. 

The  baron  began  to  get  impatient. 

"  Then  you  are  going  to  marry  Rosalie? "  he  said  in  a  dry 
tone,  going  straight  to  the  point. 

A-t  that  all  the  crafty,  suspiciovis  nature  of  the  Normandy 
peasant  was  on  the  alert. 

"  That  depends,"  he  answered  quickly.  "  Perhaps  I  am 
and  perhaps  I  ain't,  that  depends." 

All  this  beating  about  the  bush  irritated  the  baron. 

"  Can't  you  give  a  straightforward  '  answer  1 "  he  ex- 
claimed. "  Have  you  come  to  say  you  will  marry  the  girl 
or  not  ? " 

The  man  looked  at  his  feet  as  though  he  expected  to  find 
advice  there  : 

"  If  it's  as  M'sieu  I'cur^  says,"  he  replied,    I'll  have  her  ; 
but  if  it's  as  M'sieu  Julien  says,  I  won't." 
"What  did  M.  Julien  tell  you  ?  " 

"  M'sieu  Julien  told  me  as  how  I  should  have  fifteen 
hundred  francs  ;  but  M'sieu  I'cur^  told  me  as  how  I  should 
'ave  twenty  thousand.  I'll  have  her  for  twenty  thoiisand, 
but  I  won't  for  fifteen  hundred." 

The  baroness  was  tickled  by  the  perplexed  look  on  the 
yokel's  face  and  began  to  shake  with  laughter  as  she  sat  in 
her  arm-chair.  Her  gaiety  surprised  the  peasant,  who 
looked  at  her  suspiciously  out  of  the  comer  of  his  eye  as 
he  waited  for  an  answer. 

The  baron  cut  short  all  this  haggling. 

"  I  have  told  M.  le  cure  that  you  shall  have  the  farm  at 
Barville,  which  is  worth  twenty  thousand  francs,  for  life, 
and  then  it  is  to  become  the  child's.  That  is  all  I  have  to 
say  on  the  matter,  and  I  always  keep' my  word.  Now  is 
your  answer  yes  or  no  ?  " 


A  WOMAN'S  LIFE. 


133 


A  satisfied  smile  broke  over  the  man's  face,  and,  with  a 
sudden  loquacity : 

"  Oh,  then,  I  don't  say  no,"  he  replied.  "  That  was  the 
only  thing  that  pulled  me  up.  When  M'sieu  I'cure  said 
somethin'  to  me  about  it  in  the  first  place,  I  said  yes  at 
once,  'specially  as  it  was  to  oblige  M'sieu  I'baron  who'd  be 
sure  to  pay  me  back  for  it,  as  I  says  to  myself.  Ain't  it 
always  the  way,  and  doesn't  one  good  turn  always  deserve 
another]  But  M'sieu  Julien  comes  up  and  then  it  was  only 
fifteen  'undred  francs.  Then  I  says  to  myself,  '  I  must 
find  out  the  rights  'o  this,'  and  so  I  came  'ere.  In  coorse  I 
b'lieved  your  word,  M'sieu  I'baron,  but  I  wanted  to  find  out 
the  rights  'o  the  case.  Short  reck'nings  make  long  friends, 
don't  they,  M'sieu  I'baron  1 " 

He  would  have  gone  on  like  this  till  dinner-time  if  no 
one  had  interrupted  him,  so  the  baron  broke  in  with : 

"  When  will  you  marry  her  1 " 

The  question  aroused  the  peasant's  suspicions  again 
directly, 

"  Couldn't  I  have  it  put  down  in  writin'  first  1 "  he  asked 
in  a  halting  way. 

"  Why,  bless  my  soul,  isn't  the  marriage-contract  good 
enough  for  you  1 "  exclaimed  the  baron,  angered  by  the 
man's  suspicious  nature. 

"But  until  I  get  that  I  should  like  it  wrote  down  on 

paper,"  persisted  the  peasant.  "  Havin'  it  down  on  paper 
never  does  no  harm." 

"  Give  a  plain  answer,  now  at  once,"  said  the  baron,  rising 
to  put  an  end  to  the  interview.  "  If  you  don't  choose  to 
marry  the  girl,  say  so.  I  know  someone  else  who  would  be 
glad  of  the  chance." 

The  idea  of  the  twenty  thousand  francs  slipping  from  his 
hands  into  someone  else's,  startled  the  peasant  out  of  his 
cautiousness  and  heat  once  decided  to  say  "yes": 
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"  Agreed,  M'sieu  Fbaron  ! "  he  said,  holding  out  his  hand 
as  if  he  were  concluding  the  purchase  of  a  cow.  "  It's 
done,  and  there's  no  going  back  from  the  bargain." 

The  baron  took  his  hand  and  cried  to  the  cook  : 

"  Ludivine  !    Bring  a  bottle  of  wine." 

The  wine  was  drvmk  and  then  the  peasant  went  away, 
feeling  a  great  deal  lighter-hearted  than  when  he  had  come. 

Nothing  was  said  about  tthis  visit  to  Julien.  The  drawing 
up  of  the  marriage-contract  was  kept  a  great  secret ;  then 
the  bans  were  published  and  Rosalie  was  married  on  the 
Monday  morning.  At  the  church  a  neighbovir  stood  behind 
the  bride  and  bridegroom  with  the  child  in  her  arms  as  an 
omen  of  good  luck,  and  everyone  thought  Desire  Lecoq  very 
fortunate.  "  He  was  born  with  a  caul,"  said  the  peasants 
with  a  smile. 

When  Julien  heard  of  the  marriage  he  had  a  violent 
quarrel  with  the  baron  and  baroness  and  they  decided  to 
shorten  their  visit  at  Les  Peuples.  Jeanne  was  sorry  but 
she  did  not  grieve  as  before  when  her  parents  went  away, 
for  now  all  her  hopes  and  thoughts  were  centred  on  her  son. 
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Now  Jeanne  was  quite  well  again  she  thought  she  should 
like  to  return  the  Fourvilles'  visit,  and  also  to  call  on  the 
Couteliers.  Julien  had  just  bought  another  carriage  at  a 
sale,  a  phaeton.  It  only  needed  one  horse  so  they  could  go 
out  twice  a  month,  now,  instead  of  once,  and  they  used  it 
for  the  first  time  one  bright  December  morning. 

After  driving  for  two  hours  across  the  Normandy  plains, 
they  began  to  go  down  to  a  little  valley,  Avhose  sloping 
sides  were  covered  with  trees^  while  the  level  ground  jat  the 
bottom  was  cultivated.  The  ploughed  fields  were  followed 
by  meadows,  the  meadows  by  a  fen  covered  with  tall  reeds, 
which  waved  in  the  wind  like  yellow  ribbons,  and  then  the 
road  took  a  sharp  turn  and  the  Chateau  de  la  Vrillette 
came  in  sight.  It  was  built  between  a  wooded  slope  on  the 
one  side  and  a  large  lake  on  the  other,  the  water  stretching 
from  the  chateau  wall  to  the  tall  fir-trees  which  covered  the 
opposite  acclivity. 

The  carriage  had  to  pass  over  an  old  draw-bridge  and 
under  a  vast  Louis  XIII.  archway  before  it  drew  up  in  front 
of  a  handsome  building  of  the  same  period  as  the  archway, 
with  brick  frames  round  the  windows  and  slated  turrets, 
Julien  pointed  out  all  the  different  beauties  of  the  mansion 
to  Jeanne  as  if  he  were  thoroughly  acquainted  with  every 
nook  and  corner  of  it. 

"Isn't  it  a  superb  place?"  he  exclaimed.  "Just  look  at 
that  archway  !    On  the  other  side  of  the  house,  which  looks 
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oa  to  the  lake,  there  is  a  magnificent  flight  of  steps  leading 
right  down  to  the  water.  Four  boats  are  moored  at  the 
bottom  of  the  steps,  two  for  the  comte  and  two  for  the 
comtesse.  The  lake  ends  down  there,  on  the  right,  where 
you  can  see  that  row  of  poplars,  and  there  the  river,  which 
runs  to  Fecamp,  rises.  The  place  abounds  in  wild-fowl,  and 
the  comte  passes  all  his  time  shooting.  Ah  !  it  is  indeed  a 
lordly  residence." 

The  hall  door  opened  and  the  fair-haired  comtesse  came 
to  meet  her  visitors  with  a  smile  on  her  face.  She  wore  a 
trailing  dress  like  a  chS,telaine  of  the  middle  ages,  and, 
exactly  suited  to  the  place  in  which  she  lived,  she  looked 
like  some  beautiful  Lady  of  the  Lake. 

Four  out  of  the  eight  drawing-room  windows  looked  on  to 
the  lake,  and  the  water  looked  dull  and  dismal,  over- 
shadowed as  it  was  by  the  gloomy  fir-trees  which  covered 
the  opposite  slope. 

The  comtesse  took  both  Jeanne's  hands  in  hers  as  if  she 
had  known  her  for  ages,  placed  her  in  a  seat  and  then  drew 
a  low  chair  beside  her  for  herself,  while  Julien,  who  had 
regained  all  his  old  refinement  during  the  last  five  months, 
smiled  and  chatted  in  an  easy,  familiar  way.  The  comtesse 
and  he  talked  about  the  rides  they  had  had  together.  Slie 
laughed  a  little  at  his  bad  horsemanship,  and  called  him 
"  The  Tottering  Knight,"  and  he  too  laughed,  calling  her  in 
return  "  The  Amazon  Queen." 

A  gun  went  off  just  under  the  window,  and  Jeanne  gave 
a  little  cry.  It  was  the  comte  shooting  teal,  and  his  wife 
called  him  in.  Tiiere  was  the  splash  of  oars,  the  trrating  of 
a  boat  against  the  stone  steps  and  then  the  comte  came  in, 
followed  by  two  dogs  of  a  reddish  hue,  whicli  lay  down  on 
the  carpet  before  the  door,  while  the  water  dripped  from 
their  shaggy  coats. 

The  comte  seemed  more  at  his  ease  in  his  own  house,  and 
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was  delighted  to  see  the  vicomte  and  Jeanne.  He  ordered  the 
fire  to  be  made  up,  and  Madeira  and  biscuits  to  be  brought. 

"  Of  course  you  will  dine  with  us,"  he  exclaimed. 

Jeanne  refused  the  invitation,  thinking  of  Paul ;  and  as 
he  pressed  her  to  stay  and  she  still  persisted  in  her  refusal, 
Julien  made  a  movement  of  impatience.  Then,  afraid  of 
arousing  her  husband's  quarrelsome  temper,  she  consented 
to  stay,  though  the  idea  of  not  seeing  Paul  till  the  next  day 
(vas  torture  to  her. 

They  spent  a  delightful  afternoon.  First  of  all  the 
visitors  were  taken  to  see  the  springs  which  flowed  from  the 
foot  of  a  moss-covered  rock  into  a  crystal  basin  of  water 
which  bubbled  as  if  it  were  boiling,  and  then  they  went  in 
a  boat  among  the  dry  reeds,  where  paths  of  water  had  been 
formed  by  cutting  down  the  rushes. 

The  comte  rowed  (his  two  dogs  sitting  each  side  of  him 
with  their  noses  in  the  air)  and  each  vigorous  stroke  of  the 
oars  lifted  the  boat  half  out  of  the  water  and  sent  it  rapidly 
on  its  way.  Jeanne  let  her  hand  trail  in  the  water,  en- 
joying the  icy  coolness  which  seemed  to  soothe  her,  and 
Julien  and  the  comtesse,  well  wrapped  up  in  rugs,  sat  in 
smiling  silence  in  the  stern  of  the  boat,  as  if  they  were  too 
happy  to  talk. 

The  evening  drew  on,  and  with  it  the  icy,  northerly  wind 
came  over  the  withered  reeds.  The  sun  had  disappeared 
behind  the  firs,  and  it  made  one  cold  only  to  look  at  the 
crimson  sky,  covered  with  tiny,  red,  fantastically-shaped 
clouds. 

They  all  went  in  to  the  big  drawing-room  where  an 
enormous  fire  was  blazing.  The  room  seemed  to  be  filled 
with  an  atmosphere  of  warmth  and  comfort,  and  the  comte 
gaily  took  up  his  wife  in  his  strong  arms  like  a  child,  and 
gave  her  two  hearty  kisses  on  her  cheeks. 

Jeanne  could  not  help  smiling  at  this  good-natured  giant 
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to  whom  his  moustaches  gave  the  appearance  of  an  ogre. 
"What  wrong  impressions  of  people  one  forms  every  day," 
she  thought ;  and,  almost  involuntarily,  she  glanced  at 
Julien.  He  was  standing  in  the  doorway  his  eyes  fixed  on 
the  comte  and  his  face  very  pale.  His  expression  frightened 
her  and,  going  up  to  him,  she  asked  : 
"What  is  the  matter?  are  you  ill?" 

"There's  nothing  the  matter  with  me,"  he  answered, 
churlishly.    "  Leave  me  alone.    I  only  feel  cold." 

Dinner  was  announced  and  the  comte  begged  permission 
for  his  dogs  to  come  into  the  dining-room.  They  came 
and  sat  one  on  each  side  of  their  master  who  every 
minute  threw  them  some  scrap  of  food.  The  animals 
stretched  out  their  heads,  and  wagged  their  tails,  quivering 
with  pleasure  as  he  drew  their  long  silky  ears  through  his 
fingers. 

After  dinner,  when  Jeanne  and  Julien  began  to  say 
good-bye,  the  comte  insisted  on  their  staying  to  see  some 
fisiiing  by  torclilight.  They  and  the  comtesse  stood  on  the 
steps  leading  down  to  the  lake,  while  the  comte  got  into  hia 
boat  with  a  servant  carrying  a  lighted  torch  and  a  net 
The  torch  cast  strange  trembling  reflections  over  the  water, 
its  dancing  glimmers  even  lighting  up  the  firs  beyond  the 
reeds  ;  and  suddenly,  as  the  boat  turned  round,  an  enormous 
fantastic  shadow  was  thrown  on  the  background  of  the 
illumined  wood.  It  was  the  shadow  of  a  man,  but  the  head 
rose  above  the  trees  and  was  lost  against  the  daik  sky, 
while  the  feet  seemed  to  be  down  in  the  lake.  This  huge 
creature  raised  its  arms  as  i  f  it  would  grasp  the  stars ;  the 
movement  was  a  rapid  one,  and  the  spectators  on  the  steps 
heard  a  little  splash. 

The  boat  tacked  a  little,  and  t:ie  gigantic  shadow  seemed 
to  run  along  the  wood,  which  was  lighted  up  as  the  torch 
moved  with  the  boat ;  then  it  was  lost  in  the  darkness,  then 
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reappeared  on  the  chateau  wall,  smaller,  but  more  distinct ; 
and  the  loud  voice  of  the  comte  was  heard  exclaiming : 
"  Gilberte,  I  have  caught  eight !  " 

The  oars  splashed,  and  the  enormous  shadow  remained 
standing  in  the  same  place  on  the  wall,  but  gradually  it 
became  thinner  and  shorter ;  the  head  seemed  to  sink  lower 
and  the  body  to  get  narrower,  and  when  M.  de  Fourville 
came  up  the  steps,  followed  by  the  servant  canying  the 
torch,  it  was  reduced  to  his  exact  proportions,  and  faithfully' 
copied  all  his  movements.  In  the  net  he  had  eight  big  fish 
which  were  still  quivering. 

As  Jeanne  and  Julien  were  driving  home,  well  wrapped 
up  in  cloaks  and  rugs  which  the  Fourvilles  had  lent  them. 

"  What  a  good-hearted  man  that  giant  is,"  said  Jeanne, 
almost  to  herself. 

"  Yes,"  answered  Julien  ;  "but  he  makes  too  much  show 
of  his  affection,  sometimes,  before  people." 

A  week  after  their  visit  to  the  Fourvilles,  they  called  on 
the  Couteliers,  who  were  supposed  to  be  the  highest  family 
in  the  province,  and  whose  estate  lay  near  Cany.  The 
new  chateau,  built  in  the  reign  of  Louis  XIV.,  lay  in  a  mag- 
nificent park,  entirely  surrounded  by  walls,  and  the  ruins  of 
the  old  chateau  could  be  seen  from  the  higher  parts  of  the 
grounds. 

A  liveried  servant  showed  the  visitors  into  a  large,  hand- 
some room.  In  the  middle  of  the  floor  an  enormous  Sevres 
vase  stood  on  a  pedestal,  into  which  a  crystal  case  had  been 
let  containing  the  king's  autograph  letter,  offering  this  gift  to 
the  Marquis  Leopold  Herve  Joseph  Germer  de  Varneville,  de 
Rollebosc  de  Coutelier.  Jeanne  and  Julien  were  looking  at 
this  royal  present  when  the  marquis  and  marquise  came  in, 
the  latter  wearing  her  hair  powdered. 

The  marquise  thought  her  rank  constrained  her  to  be 
amiable,  and  her  desire  to  appear  condescending  made  her 
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affected.  Her  husband  was  a  big  man,  with  white  hair 
brushed  straight  up  all  over  his  head,  and  a  haughtiness  in 
his  voice,  in  all  his  movements,  in  his  every  attitude  which 
plainly  showed  the  esteem  in  which  he  held  himself.  They 
were  people  who  had  a  strict  etiquette  for  everything,  and 
whose  feelings  seemed  always  stilted,  like  their  words. 

They  both  talked  on  without  waiting  for  an  answer, 
smiled  with  an  air  of  indifference,  and  behaved  as  if  they 
were  accomplishing  a  duty  imposed  upon  them  by  their 
superior  birth,  in  receiving  the  smaller  nobles  of  the  pro- 
vince with  such  politeness.  Jeanne  and  Julien  tried  to 
make  themselves  agi-eeable,  though  they  felt  ill  at  ease,  and 
when  the  time  came  to  conclude  their  visit  they  hardly 
knew  how  to  retire,  though  they  did  not  want  to  stay  any 
longer.  However,  the  marquise,  herself,  ended  the  visit 
naturally  and  simply  by  stopping  short  the  conversation, 
like  a  queen  ending  an  audience. 

"  I  don't  think  we  will  call  on  anyone  else,  unless  you 
want  to,"  said  Julien,  as  they  were  going  back.  "  The 
Fourvilles  are  quite  as  many  friends  as  I  want." 

And  Jeanne  agreed  with  him. 

Dark,  dreary  December  passed  slowly  away.  Everyone 
stayed  at  home  like  the  winter  before,  but  Jeanne's  thoughts 
were  too  full  of  Paul  for  her  ever  to  feel  dull.  She  would 
hold  him  in  her  arms  covering  him  with  those  passionate 
kisses  which  mothers  lavish  on  their  children,  then  offering 
the  baby's  face  to  his  father  : 

"Why  don't  you  kiss  him?"  she  would  say.  "You 
hardly  seem  to  love  him." 

Julien  would  just  touch  the  infant's  smooth  forehead  with 
his  lips,  holding  his  body  as  far  away  as  possible,  as  if  he 
were  afraid  of  the  little  hands  touching  him  in  their  aimless 
movements.    Then  he  would  go  quickly  out  of  the  room 
almost  as  though  the  child  disgusted  him. 
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The  mayor,  the  doctor,  and  the  cure  came  to  dinner  occasion- 
ally, and  sometimes  the  Fourvillea,  who  had  become  very 
intimate  with  Jeanne  and  her  husband.  The  comte  seemed 
to  worship  Paul.  He  nursed  the  child  on  his  knees  from 
the  time  he  entered  Les  Peuples  to  the  time  he  left,  some- 
times holding  him  the  whole  afternoon,  and  it  was  mar- 
vellous to  see  how  delicately  and  tenderly  he  touched  him 
with  his  huge  hands.  He  would  tickle  the  child's  nose  with 
the  ends  of  his  long  moustaches,  aud  then  suddenly  cover 
his  face  with  kisses  almost  as  passionate  as  Jeanne's.  It 
was  the  great  trouble  of  his  life  that  he  had  no  children. 

March  was  bright,  dry,  and  almost  mild.  The  Comtesse 
Gilberte  again  proposed  that  they  should  all  four  go  for 
some  rides  together,  and  Jeanne,  a  little  tired  of  the  long- 
weary  evenings  and  the  dull,  monotonous  days,  was  only  too 
pleased  at  the  idea  and  agreed  to  it  at  once.  It  took  her  a 
week  to  make  her  riding-habit,  and  then  they  commenced 
their  rides. 

They  always  rode  two  and  two,  the  comtesse  and  Julien 
leading  the  way,  and  the  comte  and  Jeanne  about  a  hundred 
feet  behind.  The  latter  couple  talked  easily  and  quietly  as 
they  rode  along,  for,  each  attracted  by  the  other's  straight- 
forward ways  and  kindly  heart,  they  had  become  fast 
friends.  Julien  and  the  comtesse  talked  in  whispers  alter- 
nated by  noisy  bursts  of  laughter,  and  looked  in  each  other's 
eyes  to  read  there  the  things  their  lips  did  not  utter,  and 
often  they  would  break  into  a  gallop,  as  if  impelled  by  a 
desire  to  escape  alone  to  some  country  far  away. 

Sometimes  it  seemed  as  if  something  irritated  Gilberte. 
Her  sharp  tones  would  be  borne  on  the  breeze  to  the  ears  of 
the  couple  loitering  behind,  and  the  comte  would  say  to 
Jeanne,  with  a  smile  : 

"  I  don't  think  my  wife  got  out  of  bed  the  right  side, 
this  morning." 
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One  evening,  as  they  were  returning  home,  the  comtesse 
began  to  spur  her  mare,  and  then  pull  her  in  with  sxidden 
jerks  on  the  rein. 

"Take  care,  or  she'll  run  away  with  you,"  said  Julieu  two 
or  three  times. 

"So  much  the  worse  for  me;  it's  nothing  to  do  with 
you,"  she  replied,  in  such  cold,  hard  tones  that  the  clear 
words  rang  out  over  the  fields  as  if  they  were  actually  float- 
ing in  the  air. 

The  mare  reared,  kicked,  and  foamed  at  the  mouth,  and 
the  comte  cried  out  anxiously : 

"  Do  take  care  what  you  are  doing,  Gilberte  ! " 

Then,  in  a  fit  of  defiance,  for  she  was  in  one  of  those 
obstinate  moods  that  will  brook  no  word  of  advice,  she 
brought  her  whip  heavily  down  between  the  animal's  ears. 
The  mare  reared,  beat  the  air  with  her  fore  legs  for  a 
moment,  then,  with  a  tremendous  bound,  set  off  over  the 
plain  at  the  top  of  her  speed.  First  she  crossed  a  meadow, 
then  some  ploughed  fields,  kicking  up  the  wet  heavy  soil  be- 
hind her,  and  going  at  such  a  speed  that  in  a  few  moments  the 
others  could  hardly  distinguish  the  comtesse  from  her  horse. 

Julien  stood  stock  still  crying  "Madame!  Madame!" 
The  comte  gave  a  groan,  and,  bending  down  over  his  power- 
ful steed,  galloped  after  his  wife.  He  encouraged  his  steed 
with  voice  and  hand,  urged  it  on  with  whip  and  spur,  and  it 
seemed  as  though  he  carried  the  big  animal  between  his  legs, 
and  raised  it  from  the  ground  at  every  leap  it  took.  The 
horse  went  at  an  inconceivable  speed,  keeping  a  straight  line 
regardless  of  all  obstacles;  and  Jeanne  could  see  the  two 
outlines  of  the  husband  and  wife  diminish  and  fade  in  the 
distance,  till  they  vanished  altogether,  like  two  birds  chas- 
ing each  other  till  they  are  lost  to  sight  beyond  the  horizon. 

Julien  walked  his  horse  up  to  his  wife,  murmuring  angrily : 
"She  is  mad  to-day."    And  they  both  went  off  after  their 
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friends  who  were  hidden  in  a  dip  in  the  plain.  In  about  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  they  saw  them  coining  back,  and  soon 
they  came  up  to  them. 

The  comte,  looking  red,  hot  and  triumphant,  was  leading 
his  wife's  horse.  The  comtesse  was  very  pale  ;  her  features 
looked  drawn  and  contracted,  and  she  leant  on  her  hus- 
band's shoulder  as  if  she  were  going  to  faint.  That  day 
Jeanne  understood,  for  the  first  time,  how  madly  the  comte 
loved  his  wife. 

All  through  the  following  month  the  comtesse  was  merrier 
than  she  had  ever  been  before.  She  came  to  Les  Peuples  as 
often  as  she  could,  aud  was  always  laughing  and  jumping 
up  to  kiss  Jeanne.  She  seemed  to  have  found  some  un- 
known source  of  happiness,  and  her  husband  simply  wor- 
shipped her  now,  following  her  about  with  his  eyes  afid 
seeking  every  pretext  for  touching  her  hand  or  her  dress. 

"  We  are  happier  now  than  we  have  ever  been  before,"  he 
said,  one  evening,  to  Jeanne.  "  Gilberte  has  never  been  so 
affectionate  as  she  is  now ;  nothing  seems  to  vex  her  or  make 
her  angry.  Until  lately  I  was  never  quite  sure  that  she 
loved  me,  but  now  I  know  she  does." 

Julien  had  changed  for  the  better  also  ;  he  had  become 
gay  and  good-tempered,  and  their  friendship  seemed  to  have 
brought  peace  and  happiness  to  both  families 

The  spring  was  exceptionally  warm  and  forward.  The 
sun  cast  his  warm  rays  upon  the  budding  trees  and  flowers 
from  early  morn  until  the  sweet  soft  evening.  It  was  one 
of  thos^avoured  years  when  the  world  seems  to  have  grown 
young  again,  and  nature  to  delight  in  bringing  everything 
to  life  once  more. 

Jeanne  felt  a  vague  excitement  in  the  presence  of  this 
reawakening  of  the  fields  and  woods.  She  gave  way  to  a  sweet 
melancholy  and  spent  hours  languidly  dreaming.  All  the 
tender  incidents  of  her  first  hours  of  love  came  back  to  her, 
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not  that  any  renewal  of  affection  for  her  husband  stirred  her 
heart,  that  had  been  completely  destroyed^  but  the  soft  breeze 
which  fanned  her  cheek  and  the  sweet  perfumes  which  filled 
he  air,  seemed  to  breathe  forth  a  tender  sigh  of  love  whici 
made  her  pulse  beat  quicker.  She  liked  to  be  alone,  and  in 
the  warm  sunshine,  to  enjoy  these  vague,  peaceful  sensations 
which  aroused  no  thoughts. 

One  morning  she  was  lying  thus  half-dormant,  when 
suddenly  she  saw  in  her  mind  that  sunlit  space  in  the  little 
wood  near  l&tretat  where  for  the  first  time  she  had  felt 
thrilled  by  the  presence  of  the  man  who  loved  her  then, 
(vhere  he  had  for  the  first  time  timidly  hinted  at  his  hopes, 
and  where  she  had  believed  that  she  was  going  to  realise 
the  radiant  future  of  her  dreams.  She  thought  she  should 
like  to  make  a  romantic,  superstitious  pilgrimage  to  the 
wood,  and  she  felt  as  if  a  visit  to  that  sunny  spot  would  in 
some  way  alter  the  course  of  her  life. 

Julien  had  gone  out  at  daybreak,  she  did  not  know 
whither,  so  she  ordered  the  Martins'  little  white  horse,  which 
she  sometimes  rode,  to  be  saddled  and  set  off. 

It  was  one  of  those  calm  days  when  there  is  not  a  leaf 
nor  a  blade  of  grass  stirring.  The  wind  seemed  dead,  and 
everything  looked  as  though  it  would  remain  motionless  un- 
til the  end  of  time ;  even  the  insects  had  disappeared.  A 
burning,  steady  heat  descended  from  the  sun  in  a  golden 
mist,  and  Jeanne  walked  her  horse  along,  enjoying  the  still- 
ness, and  every  now  and  then  looking  up  at  a  tiny  white 
cloud  which  hung  like  a  snowy  fleece  in  the  midstf  of  the 
bright  blue  sky.  She  went  down  into  the  valley  leading  to 
the  sea,  between  the  two  great  arches  which  are  called  the 
gates  of  ^^tretat,  and  went  slowly  towards  the  wood. 

The  sunlight  poured  down  through  the  foliage  which,  as 
j^et,  was  not  very  thick,  and  Jeanne  wandered  along  tlie 
little  paths  unaljle  to  find  the  spot  where  she  had  sat  with 
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Julien.  She  turned  into  a  long  alley  and,  at  the  other  end 
of  it,  saw  two  saddle-horses  fastened  to  a  tree  ;  she  recog- 
nised them  at  once  ;  they  were  Gilberte's  and  Julien's.  Tired 
of  being  alone  and  pleased  at  this  unexpected  meeting,  she 
trotted  quickly  up  to  them,  and  when  she  reached  the  two 
animals,  which  were  waiting  quietly  as  if  accustomed  to 
stand  like  this,  she  called  aloud.    There  was  no  answer. 

On  the  grass,  which  looked  as  if  someone  had  rested  there, 
lay  a  woman's  glove  and  two  whips.  Julien  and  Gilberte 
had  evidently  sat  down  and  then  gone  farther  on,  leaving 
the  horses  tied  to  the  tree.  Jeanne  wondered  what  they 
could  be  doing,  and  getting  off  her  horse,  she  leant  against 
the  trunk  of  a  tree  and  waited  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
or  twenty  minutes.  She  stood  quite  motionless,  and  two 
little  birds  flew  down  on  to  the  grass  close  by  her.  One  of 
them  hopped  round  the  other,  fluttering  his  outstretched 
wings,  and  chirping  and  nodding  his  little  head ;  all  at  once 
they  coupled.  Jeanne  watched  them,  as  surprised  as  if  she 
had  never  known  of  such  a  thing  before  ;  then  she  thought ; 
"  Oh,  of  course  !    It  is  springtime." 

Then  came  another  thought — a  suspicion.  She  looked 
again  at  the  glove,  the  whips  and  the  two  horses  standing 
riderless ;  then  she  sprang  on  her  horse  with  an  intense 
longing  to  leave  this  place.  She  started  back  to  Les 
Peuples  at  a  gallop.  Her  brain  was  busy  reasoning,  con- 
necting diff"erent  incidents  and  thinking  it  all  out. 

How  was  it  that  she  had  never  noticed  anything,  had 
never  guessed  this  before  ?  How  was  it  that  Julien's  fre- 
quent absence  from  home,  his  renewed  attention  to  his 
toilette,  his  better  temper  had  told  her  nothing?  Now  she 
understood  Gilberte's  nervous  irritability,  her  exaggerated 
affection  for  herself  and  the  bliss  in  which  she  had  ap- 
peared to  be  living  lately,  and  which  had  so  pleased  the 
comte. 
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She  pulled  up  her  horse  for  she  wanted  to  think  calmly, 
and  the  quick  movement  confused  her  ideas.  After  the 
first  shock  she  became  almost  indifferent  ;  she  felt  neither 
jealousy  nor  hatred,  only  contempt.  She  did  not  think 
about  J  alien  at  all,  for  nothing  that  he  could  do  would  have 
astonished  her,  but  the  twofold  treachery  of  the  comtesse, 
who  had  deceived  her  friend  as  well  as  her  husband,  hurt  her 
deeply.  So  everyone  was  treacherous,  and  untrue  and  faithless ! 
Her  eyes  filled  with  tears,  for  sometimes  it  is  as  bitter  to 
see  an  illusion  destroyed  as  to  witness  the  death  of  a  friend. 
She  resolved  to  say  nothing  about  her  discovery.  Her  heart 
would  be  dead  to  everyone  but  Paul  and  her  parents,  but 
she  would  bear  a  smiling  face. 

When  she  reached  home  she  caught  up  her  son  in  her 
arms,  carried  him  to  her  room  and  pressed  her  lips  to  his 
face  again  and  again,  and  for  a  whole  hour  she  played  with 
and  caressed  him. 

Julien  came  in  to  dinner  in  a  very  good  temper  and  full 
of  plans  for  his  wife's  pleasure. 

"  AVoii't  your  father  and  mother  come  and  stay  with  us 
this  year  1 "  he  said. 

Jeanne  almost  forgave  him  his  infidelity,  so  grateful  was 
she  to  him  for  making  this  proposal.  She  longed  to  see  the 
two  people  she  loved  best  after  Paul,  and  she  passed  the 
whole  evening  in  writing  to  them,  and  urging  them  to  come 
as  soon  as  possible. 

They  wrote  to  say  they  would  come  on  the  twentieth  of 
May  ;  it  was  then  the  seventh,  and  Jeanne  awaited  their 
arrival  with  intense  impatience.  Besides  her  natural  desire 
to  see  her  parents,  she  felt  it  would  be  such  a  relief  to  have 
near  her  two  honest  hearts,  two  simple-minded  beings  whose 
life  and  every  action,  thought  and  desire  had  always  been 
upright  and  pure.  She  felt  she  stood  alone  in  her  honesty 
amongst  all  this  guilt.    She  had  learnt  to  dissimulate  her 
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feelings,  to  meet  the  comtesse  with  an  outstretched  hand 
and  a  smiling  face,  but  her  sense  of  desolation  increased 
with  her  contempt  for  her  fellow-men. 

Every  day  some  village  scandal  reached  her  ears  which 
filled  her  with  still  greater  disgust  and  scorn  for  human 
frailty.  The  Couillards'  daughter  had  j  u  st  had  a  child  and  was 
therefore  going  to  be  married.  The  Martins'  servant,  who 
was  an  orphan,  a  little  girl  only  fifteen  years  old,  who  lived 
near,  and  a  widow,  a  lame,  poverty-stricken  woman  who  was 
so  horribly  dirty  that  she  had  been  nicknamed  La  Crotte,  were 
all  pregnant ;  and  Jeanne  was  continiially  hearing  of  the 
misconduct  of  some  girl,  some  married  woman  with  a  family, 
or  of  some  rich  farmer  wlio  had  been  held  in  general  re- 
spect. 

This  warm  spring  seemed  to  revive  the  passions  of  man 
kind  as  it  revived  the  plants  and  the  flowers ;  but  to  Jeanne 
whose  senses  were  dead,  and  whose  wounded  heart  and 
romantic  soul  were  alone  stirred  by  the  warm  spring-tide 
breezes,  and  who  only  dreamed  of  the  poetic  side  of  love, 
these  bestial  desires  were  revolting  and  hateful.  She  was 
angry  with  Gilberte,  not  for  having  robbed  her  of  her  hus- 
band, but  for  having  bespattered  herself  with  this  filth. 
The  comtesse  was  not  of  the  same  class  as  the  peasants  who 
could  not  resist  their  brutal  desires ;  then  how  could  she 
have  fallen  into  the  same  abomination  ? 

The  very  day  that  her  parents  were  to  arrive,  Julien  in- 
creased his  wife's  disgust  by  telling  her  laughingly,  as 
though  it  were  something  quite  natural  and  very  funny, 
that  the  baker  having  heard  a  noise  in  his  oven  the  day  be 
fore,  which  was  not  baking  day,  had  gone  to  see  what  it 
was,  and  instead  of  finding  the  stray  cat  he  expected  to  see, 
had  surprised  his  wife  "  who  was  certainly  not  putting 
bread  into  the  oven.  The  baker  closed  the  mouth  of  the 
oven,"  went  on  Julien,  "  and  they  would  have  been  sufFo- 
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cated  if  the  baker's  little  boy,  who  had  seen  his  mother  go 
into  the  oven  with  the  blacksmith,  had  not  told  the  neigh- 
bours wheat  was  going  on."  He  laughed  as  he  added, 
"That  will  give  a  nice  flavour  to  the  bread.  It  is  just  like 
a  tale  of  La  Fontaine's." 

For  some  time  after  that  Jeanne  could  not  touch  bread. 

When  the  post-chaise  drew  up  before  the  door  with  the 
baron's  smiling  face  looking  out  of  the  window,  Jeanne  felt 
fonder  of  her  parents  and  more  pleased  to  see  them  than 
she  had  ever  been  before ;  but  when  she  saw  her  mother 
she  was  overcome  with  surprise  and  grief.  The  baroness 
looked  ten  yeai-s  older  than  when  she  had  left  Les  Peuples 
six  months  before.  Her  huge,  flabby  cheeks  were  sufiused 
with  blood,  her  eyes  had  a  glazed  look,  and  she  could  not 
move  a  step  unless  she  was  supported  on  either  side ;  she 
drew  her  breath  with  so  much  difiiculty  that  only  to  hear 
her  made  everyone  around  her  draw  theirs  painfully  also. 

The  baron,  who  had  lived  with  her  and  seen  her  every  day, 
had  not  noticed  the  gradual  change  in  his  wife,  and  if  she 
had  complained  or  said  her  breathing  and  the  heavy  feeling 
about  her  heart  were  getting  worse,  he  had  answered  : 

"Oh  no,  my  dear.    You  have  always  been  like  this." 

Jeanne  went  to  her  own  room  and  cried  bitterly  when 
she  had  taken  her  parents  upstairs.  Then  she  went  to  her 
father  and,  throwing  herself  in  his  arms,  said,  with  her  eves 
still  full  of  tears  ; 

"  Oh,  how  changed  mother  is  !  What  is  the  matter  with 
her  ?    Do  tell  me  what  is  the  matter  with  her  1 " 

"  Do  you  think  she  is  changed ! "  asked  the  baron  in 
surprise.  "  It  must  be  your  fancy.  You  know  I  have  been 
with  her  all  this  time,  and  to  me  she  seems  just  the  same 
as  she  has  always  been  ;  she  is  not  any  worse." 

"Your  mother  is  in  a  bad  way,"  said  Julien  to  his  wife, 
that  evening.    "I  don't  think  she's  good  for  much  now." 
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Jeanne  burst  into  tears. 

"Oh,  good  gracious!"  went  on  Julien  irritably.  "I 
don't  say  that  she  is  dangerously  ill,  You  always  see  so 
much  more  than  is  meant.  She  is  changed,  that's  all ;  it's 
only  natural  she  should  begin  to  break  up  at  her  age." 

In  a  week  Jeanne  had  got  accustomed  to  her  mother's 
altered  appearance  and  thought  no  more  about  it,  thrusting 
her  fears  from  her,  as  people  always  do  put  aside  their  fears 
and  cares,  with  an  instinctive  and  natural,  though  selfish? 
dislike  of  anything  unpleasant. 

The  baroness,  unable  to  walk,  only  went  out  for  about 
half  an  hour  every  day.  When  she  had  gone  once  up  and 
down  "her"  avenue,  she  could  not  move  another  step  and 
asked  to  sit  down  on  "  her "  seat.  Some  days  she  could 
not  walk  even  to  the  end  of  the  avenue  and  would  say ; 

"  Let  us  stop ;  my  hypertrophy  is  too  much  for  me  to- 
day." 

She  never  laughed  as  she  used  to ;  things  which,  the  year 
before,  would  have  sent  her  into  fits  of  laughter,  only  brought 
a  faint  smile  to  her  lips  now.  Her  eyesight  was  still  ex- 
cellent, and  she  passed  her  time  in  reading  Corinne  and 
Lamartine's  Meditations  over  again,  and  in  going  through 
her  "  Souvenir-drawer."  She  would  empty  on  her  knees  the 
old  letters,  which  were  so  dear  to  her  heart,  place  the  drawer 
on  a  chair  beside  her,  look  slowly  over  each  "  relic,"  and  then 
put  it  back  in  its  place.  When  she  was  quite  alone 
she  kissed  some  of  the  letters  as  she  might  have  kissed  the 
hair  of  some  loved  one  who  was  dead. 

Jeanne,  coming  into  the  room  suddenly,  sometimes  found 
her  in  tears. 

"  What  is  the  matter,  mamma,  dear  ?  "  she  would  ask. 

"  My  souvenirs  have  upset  me,"  the  baroness  would 
answer,  with  a  long-drawn  sigh.  "  They  bring  to  my  mind 
so  vividly  the  happy  times  which  are  all  over  now,  and 
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make  me  think  of  people  whom  I  had  almost  forgotten.  I 
seem  to  see  them,  to  hear  their  voices,  and  it  makes  me  sad. 
You  will  feel  the  same,  later  on." 

If  the  baron  came  in  and  found  them  talking  like  this,  he 
would  say, 

"  Jeanne,  my  dear,  if  you  take  my  advice,  you  will  burn 
all  your  letters — those  from  your  mother,  mine,  everyone's. 
There  is  nothing  more  painful  than  to  stir  up  the  memories 
of  one's  youth  when  one  is  old." 

But  Jeanne,  who  had  inherited  her  mother's  sentimental 
instincts  though  she  differed  from  her  in  nearly  everything 
else,  carefully  kept  all  her  old  letters  to  form  a  "  souvenir- 
box  "  for  her  old  age,  also. 

A  few  days  after  his  arrival,  business  called  the  baron 
away  again.  The  baroness  soon  began  co  get  better,  and 
Jeanne,  forgetting  Julien's  infidelity  and  Gilberte's  treachery^ 
was  almost  perfectly  happy.  The  weather  was  splendid. 
Mild,  starlit  nights  followed  the  soft  evenings,  and  dazzling 
sunrises  commenced  the  glorious  days.  The  fields  were 
covered  with  bright,  sweet-smelling  flowers,  and  the  vast 
calm  sea  glittered  in  the  sun  from  morning  till  night. 

One  afternoon  Jeanne  went  into  the  fields  with  Paul  in 
her  arms.  She  felt  an  exquisite  gladness  as  she  looked  now 
at  her  son,  now  at  the  flowery  hedgerows,  and  every  minute 
she  pressed  her  baby  closely  to  her  and  kissed  him.  The 
earth  exhaled  a  faint  perfume,  and,  as  she  walked  along,  she 
felt  as  thougli  her  happiness  were  too  great  for  her.  Then 
she  thought  of  her  child's  future.  Wluit  would  he  be  ? 
Sometimes  she  hoped  he  would  become  a  great  and  famous 
man.  Sometimes  she  felt  she  would  rather  he  remained 
with  her,  passing  his  life  in  tender  devotion  to  his 
mother  and  unknown  to  the  world.  "Win  n  she  listened  to 
the  promijtings  of  her  mother's  heart,  she  wished  him  to 
remain  simply  her  adored  son  ;  but  wlicn  she  listened  to 
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her  reason  and  her  pride  she  hoped  he  would  make  a  name 
and  become  someone  of  importance  in  the  world. 

She  sat  down  at  the  edge  of  a  ditch  and  studied  the  child's 
face  as  if  she  had  never  really  looked  at  it  before.  It 
seemed  so  strange  to  think  that  this  little  baby  would  grow 
up,  and  walk  with  manly  strides,  that  these  soft  cheeks 
would  become  bearded,  and  the  feeble  murmur  change  to  a 
deep-toned  voice. 

Someone  called  her,  and,  looking  up,  she  saw  xMarius 
running  towards  her.  Thinking  he  had  come  to  announce 
some  visitor,  she  got  up,  feeling  vexed  at  being  disturbed. 
The  boy  was  running  as  fast  as  his  legs  could  carry  him. 

"  Madame  !  "  he  cried,  when  he  was  near  enough  to  be 
heard.    "Madame  la  baronne  is  very  ill." 

Jeanne  ran  quickly  towards  the  house,  feeling  as  if  a 
douche  of  cold  water  had  been  poured  down  her  spine. 
There  was  quite  a  little  crowd  standing  under  the  plane-tree, 
which  opened  to  let  her  through  as  she  rushed  forward. 
There,  in  the  midst,  lay  the  baroness  on  the  ground,  her 
head  supported  by  two  pillows,  her  face  black,  her  eyes  closed, 
and  her  chest,  which  for  the  last  twenty  years  had  heaved 
so  tumultuously,  motionless.  The  child's  nurse  was  stand- 
ing there ;  she  took  him  from  his  mother's  arms,  and 
carried  him  away. 

"  How  did  it  happen  1  What  made  her  fall  1 "  asked 
Jeanne,  looking  up  with  haggard  eyes.  "  Send  for  the 
doctor  immediately." 

As  she  turned  she  saw  the  cure  ;  he  at  once  offered  his 
services,  and,  turning  up  his  sleeves,  began  to  rub  the 
baroness  with  Eau  de  Cologne  and  vinegar;  but  she  showed 
no  signs  of  returning  consciousness. 

"  She  ought  to  be  undressed  and  put  to  bed,"  said  the 
priest ;  and,  with  his  aid,  Joseph  Couillard,  old  Simon  and 
Ludivine  tried  to  raise  the  baroness. 
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As  they  lifted  her,  her  head  fell  backwards,  and  her  dress, 
which  they  were  grasping,  gave  way  under  the  dead  weight 
of  her  huge  body.  They  were  obliged  to  lay  her  down 
again,  and  Jeanne  shrieked  with  horror. 

At  last  an  armchair  was  brought  from  the  drawing-room  ; 
the  baroness  was  placed  in  it,  carried  slowly  indoors,  then 
upstairs,  and  laid  on  the  bed.  The  cook  was  undressing 
her  as  best  she  could  when  the  Widow  Dentu  came  in,  as  if, 
like  the  priest,  she  had,  "smelt  death,"  as  the  servants 
said.  Joseph  Couillard  hurried  off  for  the  doctor,  and  the 
priest  was  going  to  fetch  the  holy  oil,  when  the  nurse 
whispered  in  his  ear, 

"You  needn't  trouble  to  go.  Monsieur  le  ciu-e.  I  have 
seen  too  much  of  death  not  to  know  that  she  is  gone." 

Jeanne,  in  desperation,  begged  them  to  tell  her  what  she 
could  do,  what  remedies  they  had  better  apply.  The  cure 
thought  that  anyhow  he  might  pronounce  an  absolution,  and 
for  two  hours  they  watched  beside  the  lifeless,  livid  body, 
Jeanne,  unable  to  contain  her  grief,  sobbing  aloud  as  she 
knelt  beside  the  bed.  When  the  door  opened  to  admit  the 
doctor,  she  thought  that  with  him  came  safety  and  con- 
solation and  hope,  and  she  rushed  to  meet  him,  trying  to 
tell  him,  in  a  voice  broken  with  sobs,  all  the  details  of  the 
catastrophe. 

"She  was  walking — like  she  does  every  day — and  she 
seemed  quite  well,  better  even —  than  usual.  She  had  eaten 
some  soup  and  two  eggs  for  lunch,  and — quite  suddenly, 
without  any  warning  she  fell — and  turned  black,  like  she 
is  now ;  she  has  not  moved  since,  and  we  have — tried 
everything  to  restore  her  to  consciousness — everything — " 

She  stopped  abruptly  for  she  saw  the  nurse  making  a 
sign  to  the  doctor  to  intimate  that  it  was  all  over.  Then 
she  refused  to  understand  the  gesture,  and  went  on 
anxiously. 
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"  Is  it  anything  serious  1  Do  you  think  there  is  any 
danger  1 " 

He  answered  at  last, 

"  I  very  much  fear  that — that  life  is  extinct.  Be  brave 
and  try  to  bear  up." 

For  all  answer  Jeanne  opened  her  arms,  and  threw  her- 
self on  her  mother's  body.  Julien  came  in.  He  made  no 
sign  of  grief  or  pity,  but  stood  looking  simply  vexed  :  he 
had  been  taken  too  much  by  surprise  to  at  once  assume  an 
expression  of  sorrow. 

"  I  expected  it,"  he  whispered.  "  I  knew  she  could  not 
live  long." 

He  drew  out  his  handkerchief,  wiped  his  eyes,  knelt  down 
and  crossed  himself  as  he  mumbled  something,  then  rose 
and  attempted  to  raise  his  wife.  She  was  clinging  to  the 
corpse,  almost  lying  on  it  as  she  passionately  kissed  it; 
they  had  to  drag  her  away  for  she  was  nearly  mad  with 
grief,  and  she  was  not  allowed  to  go  back  for  an  hour. 

Then  every  shadow  of  hope  had  vanished,  and  the  room 
had  been  arranged  fittingly  for  its  dead  occupant.  The  day 
was  drawing  to  a  close,  and  Julien  and  the  priest  were 
standing  near  one  of  the  windows,  talking  in  whispers. 
The  Widow  Dentu,  thoroughly  accustomed  to  death,  was 
already  comfortably  dozing  in  an  armchair.  The  cure  went 
to  meet  Jeanne  as  she  came  into  the  room,  and  taking  both 
her  hands  in  his,  he  exhorted  her  to  be  brave  under  this 
sorrow,  and  attempted  to  comfort  her  with  the  consolation  of 
religion.  Then  he  spoke  of  her  dead  mother's  good  life,  and 
offered  to  pass  the  night  in  prayers  beside  the  body. 

But  Jeanne  refused  this  offer  as  well  as  she  could  for  her 
tears.  She  wanted  to  be  alone,  quite  alone,  with  her  mother 
this  last  night. 

"  That  cannot  be,"  interposed  Julien ;  "  we  will  watch 
beside  her  together." 
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She  shook  her  head,  unable  to  speak  for  some  moments, 
then  she  said  ; 

"  She  was  my  mother,  and  I  want  to  watch  beside  her 
alone." 

"  Let  her  do  as  she  wants,"  whispered  the  doctor ; 
"the  nurse  can  stay  in  the  next  room,"  and  Julien  and  the 
priest,  thinking  of  their  night's  rest,  gave  in. 

The  Abb^  Picot  knelt  down,  prayed  for  a  few  moments, 
then  rose  and  went  out  of  the  room,  saying,  "  She  was  a 
saintly  woman,"  in  the  same  tone  as  he  always  said, 
'  Dominus  vobiscum." 

"  Won't  you  have  some  dinner  1 "  asked  the  vicomte  iu  a 
perfectly  ordinary  voice. 

Jeanne,  not  thinking  he  was  speaking  to  her,  made  no 
answer. 

"  You  would  feel  much  better  if  you  would  eat  something," 
he  went  on  again. 

"Let  someone  go  for  papa,  directly,"  she  said  as  if  she 
had  not  heard  what  he  said ;  and  he  went  out  of  the  room 
to  dispatch  a  mounted  messenger  to  Rouen. 

Jeanne  sank  into  a  sort  of  stupor,  as  if  she  were  waiting 
to  give  way  to  her  passion  of  regret  until  she  should  be  alone 
with  her  mother.  The  room  became  filled  with  shadows. 
The  Widow  Dentu  moved  noiselessly  about,  arranging 
everything  for  the  night,  and  at  last  lighted  two  candles 
which  she  placed  at  the  head  of  the  bed  on  a  small  table 
covered  with  a  white  cloth.  Jeanne  seemed  uuconscious  of 
everything ;  she  was  waiting  until  she  should  be  alone. 

When  he  had  dined,  Juiieu  came  upstairs  again  and 
asked  for  the  second  time, 

"  Won't  you  have  sometliing  to  eat  1 " 

His  wife  shook  her  head,  and  he  sat  down  lookin-j;  more 
resigned  tlian  sad,  and  did  not  say  anything  more.  They  all 
three  sat  apart  from  one  another ;  the  nurse  dropped  off  to 
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sleep  every  now  and  then,  snored  for  a  little  while,  then 
awoke  with  a  start.  After  some  time  Julien  rose  and  went 
over  to  his  wife. 

"Do  you  still  want  to  be  left  alone  1"  he  asked. 

She  eagerly  took  his  hand  in  hers  ;  "  Oh,  yes  ;  do  leave 
me,"  she  answered. 

He  kissed  her  on  the  forehead,  whispered,  "  I  shall  come 
and  see  you  during  the  night,"  then  went  away  with  the 
Widow  Dentu,  who  wheeled  her  armchair  into  the  next 
room. 

Jeanne  closed  the  door  and  put  both  windows  wide  open. 
A  warm  breeze,  laden  with  the  sweet  smell  of  the  hay,  blew 
into  the  room,  and  on  the  lawn,  which  had  been  mown  the 
day  before,  she  could  see  the  heaps  of  dry  grass  lying  in  the 
moonlight.  She  turned  away  from  the  window  and  went 
back  to  the  bed,  for  the  soft,  beautiful  night  seemed  to 
mock  her  grief. 

Her  mother  was  no  longer  swollen  as  she  had  been  when 
she  died  ;  she  looked  simply  asleep,  only  her  sleep  was  more 
peaceful  than  it  had  ever  been  before ;  the  wind  made  the 
candles  flicker,  and  the  changing  shadows  made  the  dead 
face  look  as  though  it  moved  and  lived  again.  As  Jeanne 
gazed  at  it  the  memories  of  her  early  childhood  came  crowd- 
ing into  her  mind.  She  could  see  again  her  mother  sitting 
in  the  convent  parlour,  holding  out  the  bag  of  cakes  she 
had  brought  for  her  little  girl ;  she  thought  of  all  her  little 
ways,  her  aflectionate  words,  the  way  she  used  to  move,  the 
wrinkles  that  came  round  her  eyes  when  she  laughed,  the 
deep  sigh  she  always  heaved  when  she  sat  down,  and  all  her 
little,  daily  habits,  and  as  she  stood  gazing  at  the  dead  body 
she  kept  repeating,  almost  mechanically;  "She  is  dead; 
she  is  dead  ;  "  until  at  last  she  realised  all  the  horror  of  that 
word. 

Thewoman  who  waslyiiig  there — mamma — little  mother — 
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Madame  Adelaide,  was  dead  !  She  would  never  move,  never 
speak,  never  laugh,  never  say,  "  Good  morning,  Jeannette  ;  " 
never  sit  opposite  her  husband  at  the  dinner-table  again. 
She  was  dead !  She  would  be  enclosed  in  a  coffin,  placed 
beneath  the  ground,  and  that  would  be  the  end ;  they 
would  never  see  her  again.  It  could  not  be  possible  !  What ! 
She,  her  daughter,  had  now  no  mother  !  Had  she  indeed 
lost  for  ever  this  dear  face,  the  first  she  had  ever  looked 
upon,  the  first  she  had  ever  loved,  this  kindly  loving 
mother,  whose  place  in  her  heart  could  never  be  filled] 
And  in  a  few  hours  even  this  still,  unconscious  face  would 
have  vanished,  and  then  there  would  be  nothing  left  her 
but  a  memory.  She  fell  on  her  knees  in  despair,  wringing 
her  hands  and  pressing  her  lips  to  the  bed. 

"  Oh,  mother,  mother  !  My  darling  mother  !  "  she  cried 
in  a  broken  voice  which  was  stifled  by  the  bed-covering. 

She  felt  she  was  going  mad ;  mad,  like  the  night  she  had 
fled  into  the  snow.  She  rushed  to  the  window  to  breathe 
the  fresh  air  which  had  not  passed  over  the  corpse  or  the 
bed  on  which  it  lay.  The  new-mown  hay,  the  trees,  the 
waste  land  and  the  distant  sea  lay  peacefully  sleeping  in 
the  moonlight,  and  the  tears  welled  up  into  Jeanne's  eyes  as 
she  looked  out  into  the  clear,  calm  night.  She  went  back 
to  her  seat  by  the  bedside  and  held  her  mother's  dead  hand 
in  hers,  as  if  she  were  lying  ill  instead  of  dead.  Attracted 
by  the  lighted  candles,  a  big,  winged  insect  had  entered 
through  the  open  window  and  was  flying  about  the  room, 
dashing  against  the  wall  at  every  moment  with  a  faint  thud. 
It  disturbed  Jeanne,  and  she  looked  up  to  see  where  it  was, 
but  she  could  only  see  its  shadow  moving  over  the  white 
ceiling. 

Its  buzzing  suddenly  ceased,  and  then,  besides  the  regu- 
lar ticking  of  the  clock,  Jeanne  noticed  another  fainter, 
rustling  noise.    It  was  the  ticking  of  her  mother's  watch, 
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which  had  been  forgotten  when  her  dress  had  been  taken  oQ 
and  thrown  at  the  foot  of  the  bed,  and  the  idea  of  this  little 
piece  of  mechanism  still  moving  while  her  mother  lay  dead, 
sent  a  fresh  pang  of  anguish  through  her  heart.  She  looked 
at  the  time.  It  was  hardly  half- past  ten,  and  as  she 
thought  of  the  long  night  tc  come,  she  was  seized  with  a 
horrible  dread. 

She  began  to  think  of  her  own  life — of  Rosalie,  of  Gilberte 
— of  all  her  illusions  which  had  been,  one  by  one,  so  cruelly 
destroyed.  Life  contained  nothing  but  misery  and  pain, 
misfortune  and  death ;  there  was  nothing  true,  nothing 
honest,  nothing  but  what  gave  rise  to  suffering  and  tears. 
Repose  and  happiness  could  only  be  expected  in  another 
existence,  when  the  soul  had  been  delivered  from  its  earthly 
trials.  Her  thoughts  turned  to  the  unfathomable  mystery 
of  the  soul,  but,  as  she  reasoned  about  it,  her  poetic  theories 
were  invariably  upset  by  others,  just  as  poetic  and  just  as 
unreal.  Where  was  now  her  mother's  soul,  the  soul  which 
had  forsaken  this  still,  cold  body  ?  Perhaps  it  was  far  away, 
floating  in  space.  But  had  it  entirely  vanished  like  the  per- 
fume from  a  withered  flower,  or  was  it  wandering  like  some 
invisible  bird  freed  from  its  cage  1  Had  it  returned  to 
God,  or  was  it  scattered  among  the  new  germs  of  creation  1  It 
might  be  very  near ;  perhaps  in  this  very  room,  hovering 
around  the  inanimate  body  it  had  left,  and  at  this  thought 
Jeanne  fancied  she  felt  a  breath,  as  if  a  spirit  had  passed 
by  her.  Her  blood  ran  cold  with  terror  ;  she  did  not  dare 
turn  round  to  look  behind  her,  and  she  sat  motionless,  her 
heart  beating  wildly. 

At  that  moment  the  invisible  insect  again  commenced  its 
buzzing,  noisy  flight,  and  Jeanne  trembled  from  head  to  foot 
at  the  sound.  Then,  as  she  recognised  the  noise,  she  felt  a 
little  reassured,  and  rose  and  looked  around.  Her  eyes  fell 
on  the  escritoire  with  the  sphinxes'  heads,  the  guardian  of 
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the  ''souvenirs."  As  she  looked  at  it  she  thought  it  would 
be  fulfilling  a  sacred,  filial  duty,  which  would  please  her 
mother  us  she  looked  down  on  her  from  another  world,  to 
read  these  letters,  as  she  might  have  done  a  holy  book, 
during  tbis  last  watch. 

She  knew  it  was  the  correspondence  of  her  grandfather 
and  grandmother,  whom  she  had  never  known ;  and  it 
seemed  as  if  her  hands  would  join  theirs  across  her  mother's 
corpse,  and  so  a  sacred  chain  of  affection  would  be  formed 
between  those  who  had  died  so  long  ago,  their  daughter  who 
had  but  just  joined  them,  and  her  child  who  was  still  on  earth. 

She  opened  the  escritoire  and  took  out  the  letters  ;  they 
had  been  carefully  tied  into  ten  little  packets  which  were 
laid  side  by  side  in  the  lowest  drawer.  A  refinement  of 
sentimentality  prompted  her  to  place  them  all  on  the  bed  in 
the  baroness's  arms  ;  then  she  began  to  read. 

They  were  old-fashioned  letters  with  the  perfume  of 
another  century  about  them,  such  as  are  treasured  up  in 
every  family.  The  first  commenced  "  My  dearie  ; "  another, 
"  My  little  darling  ; "  then  came  some  beginning,  "  My  pet  " 
—"My  beloved  daughter,"  then  "My  dear  child"— "My 
dear  Adelaide  " — "  My  dear  daughter,"  the  commencements 
varying  as  the  letters  had  been  addressed  to  the  child,  the 
young  girl,  and,  later  on,  to  the  young  wife.  They  were  all 
full  of  foolish,  loving  phrases,  and  news  about  a  thousand 
insignificant,  homely  events,  which,  to  a  stranger,  would 
have  seemed  too  trivial  to  mention  :  "  Father  has  an  in- 
fluenza ;  Hortense  has  burnt  her  finger ;  Croquerat,  the  cat, 
is  deail ;  the  fir-tree  which  stood  on  the  right  hand  side  of 
the  gate  has  been  cut  down  ;  mother  lost  her  mass-book  as 
she  was  coming  home  from  church,  she  thinks  someone 
must  have  stolen  it,"  and  they  talked  about  people  whom 
Jeanne  had  never  known,  but  whose  iia.DiGS  were  ViiuuL'l 
fainiliav  to  her. 
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She  was  touched  by  these  simple  details  which  seemed  to 
reveal  all  her  mother's  life  and  inmost  thoughts  to  her. 
She  looked  at  the  corpse  as  it  lay  there,  and  suddenly  she 
began  to  read  the  letters  aloud,  as  though  to  console  and 
gladden  the  dead  heart  once  more  ;  and  a  smile  of  happiness 
seemed  to  light  up  the  face.  As  she  finished  reading  them, 
Jeanne  threw  the  letters  on  the  foot  of  the  bed,  resolving  to 
place  them  all  in  her  mother's  coffin. 

She  imtied  another  packet.  These  were  in  another  hand- 
writing, and  the  first  ran  thus  : 

"  I  cannot  live  without  your  kisses.    I  love  you  madly." 

There  was  nothing  more,  not  even  a  signature.  Jeanne 
turned  the  paper  over,  unable  to  understand  it.  It  was 
addressed  clearly  enough  to  "Madame  la  baronne  Le 
Perthnis  des  Vauds." 

She  opened  the  next ; 

"  Come  to-night  as  soon  as  he  has  gone  out.    We  shall 
have  at  least  one  hour  together.    I  adore  you." 
A  third ; 

"  I  have  passed  a  night  of  longing  and  anguish.  I  fancied 
you  in  my  arms,  your  mouth  quivering  beneath  mine,  your 
eyes  looking  into  my  eyes.  And  then  I  could  have  dashed 
myself  from  the  window,  as  I  thought  that,  at  that  very 
moment,  you  were  sleeping  beside  him,  at  the  mercy  of  liis 
caresses." 

Jeanne  stopped  in  amazment.  What  did  it  all  mean'? 
To  whom  were  these  words  of  love  addressed  1  She  read  on, 
finding  in  every  letter  the  same  distracted  phrases,  the  same 
assignations,  the  same  cautions,  and,  at  the  end,  always  the 
five  words  :  "  Above  all,  burn  this  letter."  At  last  she  came 
to  an  ordinary  note,  merely  accepting  an  invitation  to 
dinner ;  it  was  signed  "  Paul  d'Ennemare."  Why,  that  was 
the  man  of  whom  the  baron  still  spoke  as  "  Poor  old  Paul," 
and  whose  wife  had  been  the  baroness's  dearest  friend  ! 


160 


A  WOMAN'S  LIFE. 


Then  into  Jeanne's  mind  came  a  suspicion  wljich  at  once 
changed  to  a  certainty — he  had  been  her  mother's  lover  ! 
With  a  sudden  gesture  of  loathing,  she  threw  from  her  all 
these  odious  letters,  as  she  would  have  shaken  off  some 
venomous  reptile,  and,  running  to  the  window,  she  wept 
bitterly.  All  her  strength  seemed  to  have  left  her;  she 
sank  on  the  ground,  and,  hiding  her  face  in  the  curtains  to 
stifle  her  moans,  she  sobbed  in  an  agony  of  despair.  She 
would  have  crouched  there  the  whole  night  if  the  sound  of 
someone  moving  in  the  next  room  had  not  made  her  start 
to  her  feet.  Perhaps  it  was  her  father !  And  all  these 
letters  were  lying  on  the  bed  and  on  the  floor  !  He  had  only 
to  come  in  and  open  one,  and  he  would  know  all ! 

She  seized  all  the  old,  yellow  papers — her  grandparents' 
epistles,  the  love-letters,  those  she  had  not  unfolded,  those 
that  were  still  lying  in  the  drawer — and  threw  them  all  into 
the  fireplace.  Then  she  took  one  of  the  candles  which  were 
burning  on  the  little  table,  and  set  fire  to  this  heap  of 
paper.  A  brighl  flame  sprang  up  at  once,  lighting  up 
the  room,  the  bed  and  the  corpse  with  a  bright,  flickering 
light,  and  casting  on  the  white  bed-curtain  a  dark,  trembling 
shadow  of  the  rigid  face  and  huge  body. 

When  there  was  nothing  left  but  a  heap  of  ashes  in  the 
bottom  of  the  grate,  Jeanne  went  and  sat  by  the  window,  as 
though  now  she  dare  not  sit  by  the  corpse.  The  tears 
streamed  from  her  eyes,  and,  hiding  her  face  in  her  hands^ 
she  moaned  out  in  heart-broken  tones  :  "  Oh,  poor  mamma  ! 
Poor  mamma ! " 

Then  a  terrible  thought  came  to  her  : — Suppose  her 
mother,  by  some  strange  chance,  was  not  dead ;  suppose  she 
was  only  in  a  trance-like  sleep  and  should  suddenly  rise  and 
speak  !  Would  not  the  knowledge  of  tliis  horrible  secret 
lessen  her,  Jeanne's,  love  for  her  mother  ?  Should  she  be 
able  to  kiss  her  with  the  same  respect,  and  regard  her  with 
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the  same  esteem  as  before  1  No  !  She  knew  it  would  be 
impossible  ;  and  the  thought  almost  broke  her  heart. 

The  night  wore  on ;  the  stars  were  fading,  and  a  cool 
breeze  sprang  up.  The  moon  was  slowly  sinking  towards 
the  sea  over  which  she  was  shedding  her  silver  light,  and 
the  memory  of  that  other  night  she  had  passed  at  the 
window,  the  night  of  her  return  from  the  convent,  came 
back  to  Jeanne.  Ah  !  how  far  away  was  that  happy  time  ! 
How  changed  everything  was,  and  what  a  different  future 
lay  before  her  from  what  she  had  pictured  then  !  Over  the 
sky  crept  a  faint,  tender  tinge  of  pink,  and  the  brilliant 
dawn  seemed  strange  and  unnatural  to  her,  as  she  wondered 
how  siich  glorious  sim-rises  could  illumine  a  world  in  which 
there  was  no  joy  or  happiness. 

A  slight  sound  startled  her,  and  looking  round  she  saw 
Julien. 

"  Well,  are  you  not  very  tired  1 "  he  asked. 

"  No,"  she  answered,  feeling  glad  that  her  lonely  vigil  had 
come  to  an  end. 

"  Now  go  and  rest,"  said  her  husband. 

She  pressed  a  long  sorrowful  kiss  on  her  mother's  face ; 
then  left  the  room. 

That  day  passed  in  attending  to  those  melancholy  duties 
that  always  surround  a  death  ;  the  baron  came  in  the  even- 
ing, and  cried  a  great  deal  over  his  wife.  The  next  day  the 
funeral  took  place  ;  Jeanne  pressed  her  lips  to  the  clammy 
forehead  for  the  last  time,  drew  the  sheet  once  more  over 
the  still  face,  saw  the  coffin  fastened  down,  and  then  went  to 
await  the  people  who  were  to  attend  the  funeral. 

Gilberte  arrived  first,  and  threw  herself  into  Jeanne's 
arms,  sobbing  violently.  The  carriages  began  to  drive  up, 
and  voices  were  heard  in  the  hall.  The  room  gradually 
filled  with  women  with  whom  Jeanne  was  not  acquainted ; 
then  the  Marquisede  Coutelier  andtheVicomtessede  Briseville 
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arrived,  and  went  np  to  her  and  kissed  her.  She  suddenlv 
perceived  that  Aunt  Lison  was  in  the  room,  and  she  gave 
her  such  an  affectionate  embrace,  that  the  old  maid  was 
nearly  overcome.  Jiilien  came  in  dressed  in  deep  mourn- 
ing ;  he  seemed  very  busy,  and  very  pleased  that  all  these 
people  had  come.  He  whispered  some  question  to  his  wife 
about  the  arrangements,  and  added  in  a  low  tone  : 

"  It  will  be  a  very  grand  funeral ;  all  the  best  families 
are  here." 

Then  he  went  away  again,  bowing  to  the  ladies  as  he 
passed  down  the  room. 

Aunt  Lison  and  the  Comtesse  Gilberte  stayed  with  Jeanne 
while  the  burial  was  taking  place.  The  comtesse  repeatedly 
kissed  her,  murmiiring  :  "Poor  darling,  poor  darling,"  and 
when  the  Comte  de  Fourville  came  to  take  his  wife  home, 
he  wept  as  if  he  had  lost  his  own  mother. 
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X. 

The  next  few  days  were  very  sad,  as  they  always  must  be 
directly  after  a  death.  The  absence  of  the  familiar  face 
from  its  accvistomed  place  makes  the  house  seem  empty, 
and  each  time  the  eye  falls  on  anything  the  dear,  dead  one 
has  had  in  constant  use,  a  fresh  pang  of  sorrow  darts 
through  the  heart.  There  is  the  empty  chair,  the  umbrella 
still  standing  in  the  hall,  the  glass  which  the  maid  has  not 
yet  washed.  In  every  room  there  is  something  lying  just 
as  it  was  left  for  the  last  time  ;  the  scissors,  an  odd  glove, 
tlio  fingered  book,  the  numberless  other  objects,  which, 
insignificant  in  themselves,  become  a  source  of  sharp  pain 
because  they  recall  so  vividly  the  loved  one  who  has  passed 
away.  And  the  voice  rings  in  one's  ears  till  it  seems  almost 
a  reality,  but  there  is  no  escape  from  the  house  haunted 
by  this  presence,  for  others  are  suffering  also,  and  all  must 
stay  and  suffer  with  each  other. 

In  addition  to  her  natural  grief,  Jeanne  had  to  bear  the 
pain  of  her  discovery.  She  was  always  thinking  of  it,  and 
the  terrible  secret  increased  her  former  sense  of  desolation 
tenfold,  for  now  she  felt  that  she  could  never  put  her  trust 
or  confidence  in  any  one  again. 

The  baron  soon  went  away,  thinking  to  find  relief  from 
the  grief  which  was  deadening  all  his  faculties  in  change 
of  air  and  change  of  scene,  and  the  household  at  Les 
Pcuples  resumed  its  quiet  regular  life  again. 

Then  Paul  fell  ill,  and  Jeanne  passed  twelve  days  in  an 
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agony  of  fear,  unable  to  sleep  and  scarcely  touching  food 
The  boy  got  well,  but  there  remained  the  thought  that  he 
might  die.  What  should  she  do  if  he  did  1  What  would 
become  of  her  ?  Gradually  there  came  a  vague  longing  for 
another  child,  and  soon  she  could  think  of  nothing  else ; 
she  had  always  fancied  she  should  like  two  children,  a  boy 
and  a  girl,  and  the  idea  of  having  a  daughter  haunted  her. 
But  since  Rosalie  had  been  sent  away,  she  had  lived  quite 
apart  from  her  husband,  and  at  the  present  moment  it 
seemed  utterly  impossible  to  renew  their  former  relations. 
Julien's  alfections  were  centred  elsewhere ;  she  knew  that ; 
and,  on  her  side,  the  mere  thought  of  having  to  submit  to 
his  caresses  again,  made  her  shudder  with  disgust. 

Still,  she  would  have  overcome  her  repugnance  (so  tor- 
mented was  she  by  the  desire  of  another  child)  if  she  could 
have  seen  any  way  to  bring  about  the  intimacy  she  desired ; 
but  she  would  have  died  rather  than  let  her  husband  guess 
what  was  in  her  thoughts,  and  he  never  seemed  to  dream 
of  approaching  her  now.  Perhaps  she  would  have  given 
up  the  idea  had  not  each  night  the  vision  of  a  daughter 
playing  with  Paul  under  the  plane-tree  appeared  to  her. 
Sometimes  she  felt  she  must  get  up  and  join  her  husband 
in  his  room ;  twice,  in  fact,  she  did  glide  to  his  door,  but 
each  time  she  came  back,  without  having  turned  the 
handle,  her  face  burning  with  shame. 

The  baron  was  away,  her  mother  was  dead,  and  she  had 
no  one  to  whom  she  could  confide  this  delicate  secret.  She 
made  up  lier  mind,  at  last,  to  tell  the  Abbe  Picot  her 
difiiculty,  under  the  seal  of  confession.  She  went  to  him 
one  day  and  found  him  in  his  little  garden,  reading  his 
breviary  amongst  the  fruit-trees.  She  talked  to  him  for  a 
few  minutes  about  one  thing  and  another,  then  :  "Monsieur 
I'abbe,  I  want  to  confess,"  she  said,  with  a  deep  blush. 

He  put  on  his  spectacles  to  look  at  her  better,  for  the 
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request  astonished  him.  "  I  don't  think  you  can  have 
any  very  heavy  sins  on  your  conscience,"  he  said,  with  a 
smile. 

"No,  but  I  want  to  ask  your  advice  on  a  subject  so — so 
painful  to  enter  upon,  that  I  dare  not  talk  about  it  in  an 
ordinary  way,"  she  replied,  feeling  very  confused. 

He  put  on  his  priestly  air  immediately. 

"  Very  well,  my  daughter,  come  to  the  confessional,  and 
I  will  hear  you  there." 

But  she  suddenly  felt  a  scruple  at  talking  of  such  things 
in  the  quietness  of  an  empty  church. 

"  No,  Monsieur  le  cur6 — after  all — if  you  will  let  me — I 
can  tell  you  here  what  I  want  to  say.  See,  we  will  go  and 
sit  in  your  little  arbour  over  there." 

As  they  walked  slowly  over  to  the  arbour  she  tried  to 
find  the  words  in  which  she  could  best  begin  her  confidence. 
They  sat  down,  and  she  commenced,  as  if  she  Avere  con- 
fessing;  "My  father,"  then  hesitated,  said  again,  "My 
father,"  then  stopped  altogether,  too  ashamed  to  continue. 

The  priest  crossed  his  hands  over  his  stomach  and  waited 
for  her  to  go  on.  "  Well,  my  daughter,"  he  said,  perceiving 
her  embarrassment,  "you  seem  afraid  to  say  what  it  is; 
come  now,  be  brave." 

"My  father,  I  want  to  have  another  child,"  she  said 
abruptly,  like  a  coward  throwing  himself  headlong  into  the 
danger  he  dreads. 

The  priest,  hardly  understanding  what  she  meant,  made 
no  answer,  and  she  tried  to  explain  herself,  but,  in  her 
confusion,  her  words  became  more  and  more  difficult  to 
understand. 

"  I  am  quite  alone  in  life  now ;  my  father  and  my  husband 
do  not  agree ;  my  mother  is  dead,  and — and — the  other 
day  I  almost  lost  my  son,"  she  whispered  with  a  shudder. 
"  What  vvoiild  have  become  of  me  if  he  had  died  1 " 
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The  priest  looked  at  her  in  bewilderment ;  "  There, 
there ;  come  to  the  point,"  he  said. 

"  I  want  to  have  another  child,"  she  repeated. 

The  abbe  was  used  to  the  coarse  pleasantries  of  the 
peasants,  who  did  not  mind  what  they  said  before  him,  and 
he  answered,  with  a  sly  smile  and  a  knowing  shake  of  the 
head ;  "  Well,  I  don't  think  there  need  be  much  difficulty 
about  that.' 

She  raised  her  clear  eyes  to  his  and  said,  hesitatingly  : 
"  But — but — don't  you  understand  that  since — since  that 

trouble  with — the  maid — my  husband  and  I  live — quite 

apart." 

These  words  came  as  a  revelation  to  the  priest,  accus- 
tomed as  he  was  to  the  promiscuity  and  easy  morals  of  the 
peasants.  Then  he  thought  he  could  guess  what  the  young 
wil'o  really  wanted,  and  he  looked  at  her  out  of  the  corner  of 
his  eye,  pitying  her,  and  sympathising  with  her  distress. 

"  Yes,  yes,  I  know  exactly  what  you  mean.  I  can  quite 
understand  that  you  should  find  your — your  widowhood 
hard  to  bear.  You  are  young,  healthy,  and  it  is  only 
natm-al ;  very  natural."  He  began  to  smile,  his  lively 
nature  getting  the  better  of  him.  "  Besides,  the  church 
allows  these  feelings,  sometimes,"  he  went  on,  gently- 
tapping  Jeanne's  hand.  "  What  are  we  told  1  That  carnal 
desires  may  be  satisfied  lawfully  in  wedlock  only.  Well, 
you  are  married,  are  you  not  1 " 

She,  in  her  turn,  had  not  at  first  understood  what  his 
words  implied,  but  when  his  meaning  dawned  on  her,  her 
face  became  crimson,  and  her  eyes  filled  with  tears. 

"  Oh  !  monsieur  le  cure,  what  do  you  mean  1  What  do 
you  think?  I  assure  you — I  assure — "  and  she  could  not 
continue  for  her  sobs. 

Her  emotion  surprised  the  abbe,  and  he  tried  to  console 
her. 
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"  There,  there,"  he  said ;  "  I  did  not  mean  to  pain  you.  I 
was  only  joking,  and  there's  no  harm  in  a  joke  between 
honest  people.  But  leave  it  all  in  my  hands,  and  I  will 
speak  to  M.  Julien." 

She  did  not  know  what  to  say.  She  wished,  now,  that  she 
could  refuse  his  help,  for  she  feared  his  want  of  tact  would 
only  increase  her  difficulties,  but  she  did  not  dare  say  any- 
thing. 

"  Thank  you,  monsieur  le  cure,"  she  stammered ;  and 
then  hurried  away. 

The  next  week  was  passed  by  Jeanne  in  an  agony  of 
doubts  and  fears.  Then  one  evening,  Julien  watched  her 
all  through  dinner  with  an  amused  smile  on  his  lips,  and 
evinced  towards  her  a  gallantry  which  was  faintly  tinged 
with  irony.  After  dinner  they  walked  up  and  down  the 
baroness's  avenue,  and  he  whispered  in  her  ear, 

"  Then  we  are  going  to  be  friends  again  1 " 

She  made  no  answer,  and  kept  her  eyes  fixed  on  the 
ground,  where  there  was  a  straight  line,  hardly  so  thickly 
covered  with  grass  as  the  rest  of  the  path.  It  was  the  line 
traced  by  the  baroness's  foot,  which  was  gradually  being 
effaced,  just  as  her  memory  was  fading,  and,  as  she  looked 
at  it,  Jeanne's  heart  felt  bursting  with  grief ;  she  seemed  so 
lonely,  so  separated  from  everybody. 

"  For  my  part,  I  am  only  too  pleased,"  continued  Julien. 
"  I  should  have  proposed  it  before,  but  I  was  afraid  of  dis- 
pleasing you." 

The  sun  was  setting ;  it  was  a  mild,  soft  evening,  and 
Jeanne  longed  to  rest  her  head  on  some  loving  heart,  and 
there  sob  out  her  sorrows.  She  threw  herself  into  Julien's 
arms,  her  breast  heaving,  and  the  tears  streaming  from  her 
eyes.  He  looked  at  her  in  surprise,  thinking  this  outburst 
was  occasioned  by  the  love  she  still  felt  for  him,  and,  unable 
to  see  her  face,  he  dropped  a  condescending  kiss  upon  her 
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hair.  Then  they  went  indoors  in  silence  and  he  followed 
her  to  her  room. 

To  him  this  renewal  of  their  former  relations  was  a  duty, 
though  hardly  au  unpleasant  one,  while  she  submitted  to 
his  embraces  as  a  disgusting,  painful  necessity,  and  resolved 
to  put  au  end  to  them  for  ever,  as  soon  as  her  object  was 
accomplished.  Soon,  however,  she  found  that  her  husband's 
caresses  were  not  like  they  used  to  be  ;  they  may  have  been 
more  refined,  they  certainly  were  not  so  complete.  He  treated 
her  like  a  careful  lover,  instead  of  being  an  easy  husband. 

"  Why  do  you  not  give  yourself  to  me  as  you  used  to  do  ? " 
she  whispered  one  night,  her  lips  close  to  his. 

"To  keep  you  out  of  the  family  way,  of  course,"  he 
answered,  with  a  chuckle. 

She  started. 

"  Don't  you  wish  for  any  more  children,  then  ?  "  she  asked. 
His  amazement  was  so  great,  that,  for  a  moment  he  was 
silent ;  then  : 

"  Eh  1  What  do  you  say  !  "  he  exclaimed.  "  Are  you  in 
your  right  senses  1  Another  child  1  I  should  think  not 
indeed !  We've  already  got  one  too  many,  squalling  and 
costing  money,  and  bothering  everybody.  Another  child  ! 
No,  thank  you  ! " 

She  clasped  him  in  her  arms,  pressed  her  lips  to  his  and 
murmured : 

"  Oh  !  I  entreat  you,  make  me  a  mother  once  more." 

"Don't  be  so  foolish,"  he  replied,  angrily.  "Pray  don't 
let  me  hear  any  more  of  this  nonsense." 

She  said  no  more,  but  she  resolved  to  trick  him  into 
giving  her  the  happiness  she  desired.  She  tried  to  prolong 
her  kisses,  and  thi-ew  her  arms  passionately  around  him, 
pressing  him  to  her,  and  pretending  a  delirum  of  love  she 
was  very  far  from  feeling.  She  tried  every  means  to  make 
him  lose  control  over  himself,  but  she  never  once  succeeded. 
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Tormented  more  and  more  by  her  desire,  driven  to  ex- 
tremities, and  ready  to  do  or  dare  anything  to  gain  her  ends, 
she  went  again  to  the  Abb6  Picot.  She  found  him  just 
finishing  lunch,  with  his  face  crimson  fi'om  indigestion.  He 
looked  up  as  she  came  in,  and,  anxious  to  hear  the  result  of 
her  mediation, 

"  Well  1 "  he  exclaimed. 

"  My  husband  does  not  want  any  more  children,"  she 
answered  at  once,  without  any  of  the  hesitation  or  shame- 
faced timidity  she  had  shown  before. 

The  abb6  got  very  interested,  and  turned  towards  her, 
ready  to  hear  more  of  those  secrets  of  wedded  life,  the  revela- 
tion of  which  made  the  task  of  confessing  so  pleasant  to 
him. 

"  How  is  that  1 "  he  asked 

In  spite  of  her  determination  to  tell  him  all,  Jeanne 
hardly  knew  how  to  explain  herself. 

"  He — he  refuses — to  make  me  a  mother." 

The  priest  understood  at  once,  it  was  not  the  first  time 
he  had  heard  of  such  things,  but  he  asked  for  all  the  details, 
and  enjoyed  them  as  a  hungry  man  would  a  feast.  When 
he  had  heard  all,  he  reflected  for  a  few  moments,  then  said 
in  the  calm,  mattei'-of-fact  tone  he  might  have  used  if  he 
had  been  speaking  of  the  best  way  to  ensure  a  good  harvest ; 

"  My  dear  child,  the  only  thing  you  can  do  is  to  make 
your  husband  believe  you  are  pregnant ;  then  he  will  cease 
his  precautions,  and  you  will  become  so  in  reality." 

Jeanne  blushed  to  the  roots  of  her  hair,  but,  determined 
to  be  ready  for  every  emergency,  she  argued  : 

"  But — but  suppose  he  should  not  believe  me  1" 

The  cure  knew  too  well  the  ins  and  outs  of  human  nature 
not  to  have  an  answer  for  that. 

"  Tell  everybody  you  are  enceinte.  When  he  sees  that 
everyone  else  believes  it,  he  will  soon  believe  it  himself. 
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You  will  be  doing  no  wrong,"  he  added,  to  quiet  his  con- 
science for  advising  this  deception  ;  "  the  Church  does  not 
permit  any  connection  between  man  and  woman,  except  for 
the  purpose  of  procreation." 

Jeanne  followed  the  priest's  artful  advice,  and,  a  fort- 
night later,  told  Julien  she  thought  she  was  enceinte.  He 
started  up. 

"  It  isn't  possible  !    You  can't  be  !  " 

She  gave  him  her  reasons  for  thinking  so. 

"  Bah  !  "  he  answered.    "You  wait  a  little  while." 

Every  morning  he  asked,  "  Well  V  but  she  always  replied: 

"  No,  not  yet ;  I  am  very  much  mistaken  if  I  am  not 
enceinte." 

He  also  began  to  think  so,  and  his  surprise  was  only 
equalled  by  his  annoyance. 

Well,  T  can't  understand  it,"  was  all  he  could  say.  "  I'll 
be  hanged  if  I  know  how  it  can  have  happened." 

At  the  end  of  a  month  she  began  to  tell  people  the  news, 
but  she  said  nothing  about  it  to  the  Comtesse  Gilberte,  for 
she  felt  an  old  feeling  of  delicacy  in  mentioning  it  to  her. 
At  the  very  first  suspicion  of  his  wife's  pregnancy,  Julien 
had  ceased  to  touch  her,  then,  angrily  thinking,  "  Well,  at 
any  rate,  this  brat  wasn't  wanted,"  he  made  up  his  mind  to 
make  the  best  of  it,  and  recommenced  his  visits  to  his  wife's 
room.  Everything  happened  as  the  priest  had  predicted, 
and  J uanne  found  she  would  a  second  time  become  a  mother. 
Then,  in  a  transport  of  joy,  she  took  a  vow  of  eternal 
chastity  as  a  token  of  her  rapturous  gratitude  to  the  distant 
divinity  she  adored,  and  thenceforth  closed  her  door  to  her 
husband. 

She  again  felt  almost  happy.  She  could  hardly  believe 
that  it  was  barely  two  months  since  her  mother  had  died, 
and  that  only  such  a  short  time  before  she  had  thought  herself 
inconsolable.    Now  her  wounded  heart  was;  nearlv  licaled 
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and  her  grief  had  disappeared,  while,  in  its  place,  was 
merely  a  vague  melancholy,  like  the  shadow  of  a  great 
sorrow  resting  over  her  life.  It  seemed  impossible  that  any 
other  catastrophe  could  happen  now  ;  her  children  would 
grow  up  and  surround  her  old  age  with  their  affection,  and 
her  husband  could  go  his  way  while  she  Avent  hers. 

Towards  the  end  of  September  the  Ahh&  Picot  came  to 
the  chateau,  in  a  new  cassock  which  had  only  one  week's 
stains  upon  it,  to  introduce  his  successor,  the  Abbe  Tolbiac. 
The  latter  was  small,  thin,  and  very  young,  with  hollow, 
black-encircled  eyes  which  betokened  the  depth  and  violence 
of  his  feelings,  and  a  decisive  way  of  speaking  as  if  there 
could  be  no  appeal  from  his  opinion.  The  Abbe  Picot  had 
been  appointed  doyen  of  Goderville.  Jeanne  felt  very  sad 
at  the  thought  of  his  departure  ;  he  was  connected,  in  her 
thoughts,  with  all  the  chief  events  of  her  life,  for  he  had 
married  her,  christened  Paul,  and  buried  the  baroness. 
She  liked  him  because  he  was  always  good-tempered  and 
unaffected,  and  she  could  not  imagine  Etouvent  without 
the  Abbe  Picot's  fat  figure  trotting  past  the  farms.  He 
himself  did  not  seem  very  rejoiced  at  his  advancement. 

"  I  have  been  here  eighteen  years,  Madame  la  Comtesse," 
he  said,  "  and  it  grieves  me  to  go  to  another  place.  Oh  !  this 
living  is  not  worth  much,  I  know,  and  as  for  the  people — 
well,  the  men  have  no  more  religion  than  they  ought  to 
have,  the  women  are  not  so  moral  as  they  might  be,  and  the 
girls  never  dream  of  being  married  until  it  is  too  late  for  them 
to  wear  a  wreath  of  orange  blossoms  ;  still,  I  love  the  place." 

The  new  cure  had  been  fidgetting  impatiently  during  this 
speech,  and  his  face  had  turned  very  red. 

"  I  shall  soon  have  all  that  changed,"  he  said,  abruptly,  as 
soon  as  the  other  priest  had  finished  speaking  ;  and  he  looked 
like  an  angry  child  in  his  worn  but  spotless  cassock,  so  thin 
and  small  was  he. 
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The  AbW  Picot  looked  at  him  sideways,  as  he  always 
did  when  anything  amused  him. 

"Listen,  I'abbe,"  he  said.  "You  will  have  to  chain  up 
your  parishioners  if  you  want  to  prevent  that  sort  of  thing  ; 
and  I  don't  believe  even  that  would  be  any  good." 

"  We  shall  see,"  answered  the  little  priest  in  a  cutting 
tone. 

The  old  cure  smiled  and  slowly  took  a  pinch  of  snufiF. 

"  Age  and  experience  will  alter  your  views,  I'abbe ;  if 
they  don't  you  will  only  estrange  the  few  good  Churchmen 
you  have.  When  I  see  a  girl  come  to  mass  with  a  waist 
bigger  than  it  ought  to  be,  I  say  to  myself — '  Well,  she  is 
going  to  give  me  another  soul  to  look  after ; ' — and  I  try 
to  marry  her.  You  can't  prevent  them  going  wrong,  but 
you  can  find  out  the  father  of  the  child  and  prevent  him 
forsaking  the  mother.  Marry  them,  I'abbe,  marry  them, 
and  don't  trouble  yourself  about  anything  else." 

"  We  will  not  argue  on  this  point,  for  we  should  never 
agree,"  answered  the  new  cure,  a  little  roughly ;  and  the 
Abb^  Picot  again  began  to  express  his  regret  at  leaving  the 
village,  and  the  sea  which  he  could  see  from  the  vicarage 
windows,  and  the  little  funnel-shaped  valleys,  where  he 
went  to  read  his  breviary  and  where  he  could  see  the  boats 
in  the  distance.  Then  the  two  priests  rose  to  go,  and  the 
Abbe  Picot  kissed  Jeanne,  who  nearly  cried  when  she  said 
good-bye. 

A  week  afterwards,  the  Abb^  Tolbiac  called  again.  He 
spoke  of  the  reforms  he  was  bringing  about  as  if  he  were 
a  prince  taking  possession  of  his  kingdom.  He  beo'o-cd 
the  vicomtesse  to  communicate  on  all  the  days  ap- 
pointed by  the  Church,  and  to  attend  mass  regularly  on 
Sundays. 

"You  and  I  are  at  the  head  of  the  parish,"  he  said, 
"  and  we  ought  to  rule  it,  and  always  set  it  a  good  ex- 
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ample ;  but,  if  we  wish  to  have  any  influence,  we  naust 
be  united.  If  the  Church  and  the  chateau  sxipport  each 
other,  the  cottage  will  fear  and  obey  us." 

Jeanne's  religion  was  simply  a  matter  of  sentiment ;  she 
had  merely  the  dreamy  faith  that  a  woman  never  quite 
loses,  and  if  she  performed  any  religious  duties  at  all  it  was 
only  because  she  had  been  so  used  to  them  at  the  convent, 
for  the  baron's  carping  philosophy  had  long  ago  overthrown 
all  her  convictions.  The  Abbe  Picot  had  always  been  con- 
tented with  the  little  she  did  do,  and  never  chid  her  for 
not  confessing  or  attending  mass  oftener ;  but  when  the 
Abbe  Tolbiac  did  not  see  her  at  church  on  the  Sunday,  he 
hastened  to  the  chateau  to  question  and  reprimand  her. 
She  did  not  wish  to  quarrel  with  the  cure,  so  she  promised 
to  be  more  attentive  to  the  services,  inwardly  resolving  to 
go  regularly  only  for  a  few  weeks,  out  of  good  nature. 

Little  by  little,  however,  she  fell  into  the  habit  of  frequent- 
ing the  church,  and,  in  a  short  time,  she  was  entirely  under 
the  influence  of  the  delicate-looking,  strong-willed  priest. 
His  zeal  and  enthusiasm  appealed  to  her  love  of  everything 
pertaining  to  mysticism,  and  he  seemed  to  make  the  chord 
of  religious  poetry,  which  she  possessed  in  common  with 
every  woman,  vibrate  within  her.  His  austerity,  his  con- 
tempt for  every  luxury  and  sensuality,  his  disdain  for  the 
things  that  usually  occupy  the  thoughts  of  men,  his  love 
of  God,  his  youthful,  intolerant  inexperience,  his  scathing 
words,  his  inflexible  will  made  Jeanne  compare  him,  in  her 
mind,  to  the  early  martyrs ;  and  she,  who  had  already 
suffered  so  much,  whoso  eyes  had  been  so  rudely  opened  to 
the  deceptions  of  life,  let  herself  be  completely  ruled  by 
the  rigid  fanaticism  of  this  boy  who  was  the  minister  of 
Heaven.  He  led  her  to  the  feet  of  Christ  the  Consoler, 
teaching  her  how  the  holy  joys  of  religion  could  alleviate 
all  her  sorrows,  and,  as  she  knelt  in  the  confessional,  she 
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humbled  herself  and  felt  little  and  weak  before  this  priest 
who  looked  about  fifteen  years  old. 

Soon  he  was  detested  by  the  whole  country-side.  "With 
no  pity  for  his  o'.vn  weaknesses,  he  showed  a  violent  intcl- 
erance  for  those  of  others.  The  thing  above  all  others 
that  roused  his  anger  and  indignation  was — love.  He 
denounced  it  from  cbe  pulpit  in  crude,  ecclesiastical  terms, 
thundering  out  terrible  judgments  against  concupiscence 
over  the  heads  of  his  rustic  audience  ;  and,  as  the  pictures 
he  portrayed  in  his  fury  persistently  haunted  his  mind,  he 
trembled  with  rage  and  stamped  his  foot  in  anger.  The 
grown-up  girls  and  the  young  fellows  cast  side-long  glances 
at  each  other  across  the  aisle  ;  and  the  old  peasants,  who 
liked  to  joke  about  such  matters,  expressed  their  dis- 
approval of  the  little  cure's  intolerance  as  they  walked 
back  to  their  farms  after  service  with  their  wives  and 
sons. 

The  whole  country  was  in  an  uproar.  The  priest's  severity 
and  the  harsh  penances  he  inflict  ed  at  confession  were  rumoured 
about,  and,  as  he  obstinately  refused  to  grant  absolution  to 
the  girls  whose  chastity  was  not  immaculate,  smiles  ac- 
companied the  whispers.  When,  at  the  holy  festivals, 
several  of  the  youths  and  girls  stayed  in  their  seats  instead 
of  going  to  communicate  with  the  others,  most  of  the  con- 
gregation laughed  outright  as  they  looked  at  them.  He 
began  to  watch  for  lovers  like  a  keeper  on  the  look-out  for 
poachei's,  and  on  moonlight  nights  he  h^mted  up  the  couples 
along  the  ditches,  behind  the  barns  and  amongst  the 
long  grass  on  the  hill-sides.  One  night  he  came  upon 
two  who  did  not  cease  their  love-making  even  before  him  ; 
they  were  strolling  along  a  ditch  filled  with  stones,  with 
their  arms  i-ound  one  another,  kissing  each  other  as  they 
walked. 

"  Will  you  stop  tlmt,  you  vagabonds  1 "  cried  the  abbe. 
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"  You  miud  yer  own  bua'ness,  M'sieu  I'cure,'  replied  the 
lad,  turning  round.     "  This  ain't  nothin'  to  do  with  you." 

The  abbe  picked  up  some  stones  and  threw  them  at  the 
couple  as  he  might  have  done  at  stray  dogs,  and  they  both 
ran  off,  laughing.  The  next  Sunday  the  priest  mentioned 
them  by  name  before  the  whole  congregation.  All  the 
young  fellows  soon  ceased  to  attend  mass. 

The  cure  dined  at  the  chateau  every  Thursday,  but  he 
very  often  went  there  on  other  days  to  talk  to  his  penitente. 
Jeanne  became  as  ardent  and  as  enthusiastic  as  he  as  she 
discussed  the  mysteries  of  a  future  existence,  and  grew 
familiar  with  all  the  old  and  complicated  arguments  em- 
ployed in  religious  controversy.  They  would  both  walk 
along  the  baroness's  avenue  talking  of  Christ  and  the 
Apostles,  of  the  Virgin  Mary  and  of  the  Fathers  of  the 
Church  as  if  they  had  really  known  them.  Sometimes 
they  stopped  their  walk  to  ask  each  other  profound  questions, 
and  then  Jeanue  would  wander  off  into  sentimental  argu- 
ments, and  the  cure  would  reason  like  a  lawyer  possessed 
with  the  mania  of  proving  the  possibility  of  squaring  the 
circle. 

Julien  treated  the  new  cure  with  great  respect.  "  That's 
the  sort  of  priest  I  like,"  he  was  continually  saying.  "Half- 
measures  don't  do  for  him,"  and  he  zealously  set  a  good 
example  by  frequently  confessing  and  communicating. 
Hardly  a  day  passed  now  without  the  vicomte  going  to 
the  Fourvilles,  either  to  shoot  with  the  comte,  who  could 
not  do  without  him,  or  to  ride  with  the  comtesse  regardless 
of  rain  and  bad  weather. 

"  They  are  riding-mad,"  remarked  the  comte;  "but  the 
exercise  does  my  wife  good." 

The  baron  returned  to  Les  Peuples  about  the  middle  of 
November.  He  seemed  a  different  man,  he  had  aged  so 
much  and  was  so  low-spirited  ;  he  was  fonder  than  ever  of 
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his  daughter,  as  if  the  last  few  months  of  melancholj- 
solitude  had  caused  in  him  an  imperative  deed  of  affection 
and  tenderness.  Jeanne  told  him  nothing  about  her  new 
ideas,  her  intimacy  with  the  Abbe  Tolbiac,  or  her  religious 
enthusiasm,  but  the  first  time  he  saw  the  priest,  he  felt  an 
invincible  dislike  for  him,  and  when  his  daughter  asked  him, 
in  the  evening  :  "  Well,  what  do  you  think  of  him? " 

"  He  is  like  an  inquisitor  !  "  he  answered.  "  He  seems  to 
me  a  very  dangerous  man." 

When  the  peasants  told  him  about  the  young  priest's  harsh- 
ness and  bigotry  and  the  sort  of  war  of  persecution  he  waged 
against  natural  laws  and  instincts,  his  dislike  changed  to  a 
violent  hatred.  He,  the  baron,  belonged  to  the  school  of 
philosophers  who  worship  nature ;  to  him  it  seemed  some- 
thing touching,  when  he  saw  two  animals  unite,  and  he  was 
always  ready  to  fall  on  his  knees  before  the  sort  of 
pantheistic  God  he  worshipped ;  but  he  hated  the  catholic 
conception  of  a  God,  Who  has  petty  schemes,  and  gives  way 
to  tryannical-  anger  and  indulges  in  mean  revenge  ;  a  God,  in 
fact.  Who  seemed  less  to  him  than  that  boundless  omnipotent 
nature,  which  is  at  once  life,  light,  earth,  thought,  plant, 
rock,  man,  air,  animal,  planet,  god  and  insect,  that  nature 
which  produces  all  things  in  such  bountiful  profusion,  fitting 
each  atom  to  the  place  it  is  to  occupy  in  space,  be  that 
position  close  to  or  far  from  the  suns  which  heat  the 
worlds.  Nature  contained  the  germ  of  everything,  and 
she  brought  forth  life  and  thought,  as  trees  bear  flowers  and 
fruit. 

To  the  baron,  therefore,  reproduction  was  a  great  law  of 
Nature,  and  to  be  respected  as  the  sacred  and  divine  act  which 
accomplished  the  constant,  though  unexpressed,  will  of  this 
Universal  Being ;  and  he  at  once  began  a  campaign  agair.st 
this  priest  who  opposed  the  laws  of  creation.  It  grieved 
Jeanne  to  the  heart,  and  she  prayed  to  the  Lord,  and  im- 
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plored  her  father  not  to  run  counter  to  the  cur6,  but  the 
baron  always  answered  : 

"  It  is  everyone's  right  and  duty  to  fight  against  such  men, 
for  they  are  not  like  human  creatures.  They  are  not  human," 
he  repeated,  shaking  his  long  white  hair.  "  They  understand 
nothing  of  life,  and  their  conduct  is  entirely  influenced  by  their 
harmful  dreams,  which  are  contrary  to  Nature."  And  he  pro- 
nounced "  contrary  to  Nature  "  as  if  he  were  uttering  a  curse. 

The  priest  had  at  once  recognised  in  him  an  enemy,  and, 
as  he  wished  to  remain  master  of  the  chateau  and  its  young 
mistress,  he  temporised,  feeling  sure  of  victory  in  the  end. 
By  chance  he  had  discovered  the  liaison  between  Julien  and 
Gilberte,  and  his  one  idea  was  to  break  it  off  by  no  matter 
what  means.  He  came  to  see  Jeanne  one  day  towards  the 
end  of  the  wet,  mild  winter,  and,  after  a  long  talk  on  the 
mystery  of  life,  he  asked  her  to  unite  with  him  in  fighting 
against  and  destroying  the  wickedness  which  was  in  her  own 
family,  and  so  save  two  souls  which  were  in  danger.  She 
asked  him  what  he  meant. 

"  The  hour  has  not  come  for  me  to  reveal  all  to  you,"  he 
replied  ;  "  but  I  will  see  you  again  soon,"  and  with  that  he 
abruptly  left  her. 

He  came  again  in  a  few  days,  and  spoke  in  vague  terms  of 
a  disgraceful  connection  between  people  whose  conduct  ought 
to  be  ixTcproachable.  It  was  the  duty,  he  said,  of  those  who 
were  aware  of  what  was  going  on,  to  use  every  means  to  put 
an  end  to  it.  He  used  all  sorts  of  lofty  arguments,  and  then, 
taking  Jeanne's  hand,  adjured  her  to  open  her  eyes,  to  under- 
stand and  to  help  him. 

This  time  Jeanne  saw  what  he  meant,  but,  terrified  at  the 
thought  of  all  the  trouble  tliat  might  be  brought  to  her 
home,  which  was  now  so  peaceful,  she  pretended  not  to  know 
to  what  he  was  alluding.  Then  he  hesitated  no  longer,  but 
spoke  in  terms  there  could  be  no  misunderstanding. 
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"  I  am  going  to  perform  a  very  painful  duty,  ^Madame  la 
comtesse,  but  I  cannot  leave  it  undone.  The  position  I  hold 
forbids  me  to  leave  you  in  ignorance  of  the  siia  you  can 
prevent.  Learn  that  your  husband  cherishes  a  criminal 
affection  for  Madame  de  Fourville." 

Jeanne  only  bent  her  head  in  feeble  resignation. 

'•  What  do  you  intend  to  do  1 "  asked  the  priest. 

"  What  do  you  -wish  me  to  do,  Monsieur  I'abbe  1 "  slie  mur- 
mured. 

"  Throw  yourself  in  the  way  as  an  obstacle  to  this  guilty 

love,"  he  answered,  violently. 

She  began  to  cry,  and  said  in  a  broken  voice  : 

"  But  he  has  deceived  me  before  with  a  servant ;  he 

wouldn't  listen  to  me  ;  he  doesn't  love  me  now  ;  he  ill-treats 

me  if  I  manifest  any  desire  that  does  not  please  him,  so  what 

can  IdoV 

The  cure  did  not  make  any  direct  answer  to  this  appeal. 

"  Then  you  bow  before  this  sin  !  You  submit  to  it ! "  he 
exclaimed.  "  You  consent  to  and  tolerate  adultery  under 
your  own  roof  !  The  crime  is  being  perpetrated  before  your 
eyes,  and  you  refuse  to  see  it !  Are  you  a  Christian  woman  I 
Are  you  a  wife  and  a  mother  1 " 

"  What  would  you  have  me  do  1 "  she  sobbed. 

"  Anything,  rather  than  allow  this  sin  to  continue,"  he 
replied.  "  Anything,  I  tell  you.  Leave  him.  Flee  from 
this  house  which  has  been  defiled." 

"But  I  have  no  money.  Monsieur  I'abbe,"  she  replied. 
"And  I  am  not  brave  now  like  I  used  to  be.  Besides,  how 
can  I  leave  without  any  proofs  of  what  you  are  saying  1  I 
have  not  the  right  to  do  so." 

The  priest  rose  to  his  feet,  quivering  with  indignation. 

"  You  are  listening  to  the  dictates  of  your  cowardice, 
madame.  I  thought  you  were  a  different  woman,  but  you 
are  unworthy  of  God's  mercy." 
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She  foil  on  her  knees  : 

"  Oh  !  Do  not  abandon  me,  I  implore  you.  Advise  mo 
what  to  do." 

"OpenM.de  Fourville's  eyes,"  he  said,  shortlj'.  "  It  is 
his  duty  to  end  this  liaison." 

She  was  seized  with  terror  at  this  advice. 

"  But  he  would  kill  them,  Monsieur  I'abbe  !  And  should 
I  be  the  one  to  tell  him '?    Oh,  not  that !    Never,  never  !  " 

He  raised  his  hand  as  if  to  curse  her,  his  whole  soul  stirred 
with  anger. 

"  Live  on  in  your  shame  and  in  your  wickedness,  for  yon 
are  more  guilty  than  they  are.  You  are  the  wife  who 
condones  her  husband's  sin  !    My  place  is  no  longer  here." 

He  turned  to  go,  trembling  all  over  with  wrath.  She 
followed  him  distractedly,  ready  to  give  in,  and  beginning  to 
promise  ;  but  he  would  not  listen  to  her  and  strode  rapidly 
along,  furiously  shaking  his  big  blue  umbrella  which  was 
nearly  as  high  as  himself.  He  saw  Julieu  standing  near  the 
gate  superintending  the  pruning  of  some  trees,  so  he  turned 
off  to  the  left  to  reach  the  road  by  way  of  the  Couillards' 
farm,  and  as  he  walked  he  kept  saying  to  Jeanne  : 

•'Leave  me,  madame.  I  have  nothing  further  to  say  to 
you." 

In  the  middle  of  the  yard,  and  right  in  his  path,  some 
children  were  standing  around  the  iicnnel  of  the  dog  Mirza, 
their  attention  concentrated  on  something  which  the  baron 
was  also  carefully  considering  as  he  stood  in  their  midst  with 
his  hands  behind  his  back,  looking  like  a  school-master. 

"  Do  come  and  see  me  again,  Monsieur  rabb6,"  pleaded 
Jeanne.  "  If  you  will  return  in  a  few  days,  I  shall  be  able  to 
tell  you  then  what  I  think  is  the  best  course  to  take,  and  we 
can  talk  it  over  together." 

By  that  time  they  had  almost  reached  the  group  of  children 
(which  the  baron  liad  left,  to  avoid  meeting  and  speaking 
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to  his  enemy,  the  priest)  and  the  cure  went  to  see  uhat  it 
was  that  was  interesting  them  so  deeply.  It  was  the  dog 
whelping ;  five  little  pups  were  already  crawling  round  the 
mother,  who  gently  licked  them  as  she  lay  on  her  side  before 
the  kennel,  and  just  as  the  cur^  looked  over  the  children's 
heads,  a  sixth  appeared.  "When  they  saw  it,  all  the  boys 
and  girls  clapped  their  hands,  crying  : 

"  There's  another  !    There's  another  !  " 

To  them  it  was  simply  a  perfectly  pure  and  natural  amuse- 
ment, and  they  watched  these  pups  being  born  as  they  might 
have  watched  the  apples  falling  from  a  tree. 

The  Abb4  Tolbiac  stood  still  for  a  moment  in  horrified 
surprise,  then,  giving  way  to  his  passion,  he  raised  his 
umbrella  and  began  to  rain  down  blows  on  the  children's 
heads.  The  startled  urchins  ran  ofi"  as  fast  as  they  could  go, 
and  the  abbe  found  himself  left  alone  with  the  dog,  which 
was  painfully  trying  to  rise.  Before  she  could  stand  up,  he 
knocked  her  back  again,  and  began  to  hit  her  with  all  his 
strength.  The  animal  moaned  pitifully  as  she  writhed  under 
these  blows  from  which  there  was  no  escape  (for  she  was 
chained  up)  and  at  last  the  priest's  umbrella  broke.  Then, 
unable  to  beat  the  dog  any  longer,  he  jumped  on  her,  and 
stamped  and  crushed  her  under-foot  in  a  perfect  frenzy  of 
anger.  Another  pup  was  born  beneath  his  feet  before  he 
dispatched  the  mother  with  a  last  furious  kick,  and  then  the 
mangled  body  lay  quivering  in  the  midst  of  the  whining 
pups,  which  were  awkwardly  groping  for  their  mother's  teats. 
Jeanne  had  escaped,  but  the  baron  returned  and,  almost  as 
enraged  as  the  priest,  suddenly  seized  the  abbe  by  the 
throat,  and  giving  him  a  blow  which  knocked  his  hat 
off,  carried  him  to  the  fence  and  threw  him  out  into  the 
road. 

When  he  turned  round,  M.  Le  Perthuis  sav  his  daughter 
kneeling  in  the  midst  of  the  pups,  sobbing  as  she  picked 
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them  up  and  put  them  in  her  skirt.  He  strode  up  to  her, 
gesticulating  wildly. 

"  There  !  "  he  exclaimed.  "  What  do  you  think  of  that 
surpliced  wretch,  now  1 " 

The  noise  had  brought  the  farmpeople  to  the  spot,  and 
they  all  stood  round,  gazing  at  the  remains  of  the  dog. 

"  Could  one  have  believed  that  a  man  would  be  so  cruel  as 
that ! "  said  Couillard's  wife. 

Jeanne  picked  up  the  pups,  saying  she  would  bring  them 
up  by  hand ;  she  tried  to  give  them  some  milk,  but  three 
out  of  the  seven  died  the  next  day.  Then  old  Simon  went 
all  over  the  neighbourhood  trying  to  find  a  foster-mother  for 
the  others ;  he  could  not  get  a  dog,  but  he  brought  back  a 
cat,  asserting  that  she  would  do  as  well.  Three  more  pups 
were  killed,  and  the  seventh  was  given  to  the  cat,  who  took 
to  it  directly,  and  lay  down  on  her  side  to  suckle  it.  That 
it  might  not  exhaust  its  foster-mother  the  pup  was  weaned  a 
fortnight  later,  and  Jeanne  undertook  to  feed  it  herself  with 
a  feeding-bottle ;  she  had  named  it  Toto,  but  the  baron 
rechristened  it,  and  called  it  Massacre. 

The  priest  did  not  go  to  see  Jeanne  again.  The  next 
Sunday  he  hurled  curses  and  threats  against  the  chateau, 
denouncing  it  as  a  plagae-spot  which  ought  to  be  removed, 
and  going  on  to  anathematize  the  baron  (who  laughed  at 
him)  and  to  make  veiled,  half-timid  allusions  to  Julien's 
latest  amour.  The  vicomte  was  very  vexed  at  this,  but  he 
did  not  dare  say  anything  for  fear  of  giving  rise  to  a  scandal ; 
and  the  priest  continued  to  call  down  vengeance  on  their 
heads,  and  to  foretell  the  downfall  of  God's  enemies  in  every 
sermon.  At  last,  Julien  wrote  a  decided,  though  respectful, 
letter  to  the  archbishop,  and  the  Abbe  Tolbiac,  finding  him- 
self threatened  with  disgi-ace,  ceased  his  denunciations.  He 
began  to  take  long  solitary  walks ;  often  he  was  to  be  met 
striding  along  the  roads  with  an  ardent,  excited  look  on  his 
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face.  Gilberte  and  Julien  were  always  seeing  him  when 
they  were  out  riding,  sometimes  in  the  distance,  on  tlic 
other  side  of  a  common,  or  on  the  edge  of  the  cliflt,  sometimes 
close  at  hand,  reading  his  breviary  in  a  narrow  valley  they 
were  just  about  to  pass  through ;  they  always  turned  another 
way  to  avoid  passing  near  him.  Spring  had  come,  enflaming 
their  hearts  with  fresh  desires,  and  urging  them  to  seek  each 
other's  embraces  in  any  secluded  spot  to  which  their  rides, 
might  lead  them ;  but  the  leaves  v^ere  only  budding,  the 
grass  was  still  damp  from  the  rains  of  winter,  and  they  could 
not,  as  in  the  height  of  summer,  hide  themselves  amidst  the 
undergrowth  of  the  woods.  Lately,  they  had  generally 
sheltered  their  caresses  within  a  moveable  shepherd's  hut 
which  had  been  left  since  autumn,  on  the  very  top  of  the 
Vaucotte  hill.  It  stood  all  alone  on  the  edge  of  the  precipi- 
toiis  descent  to  the  valley,  five  himdred  yards  above  the  cliff. 
There  they  felt  quite  secure,  for  they  overlooked  the  whole 
of  the  surrounding  country,  and  they  fastened  their  horses 
to  the  shafts  to  wait  until  their  masters  were  satiated  with 
love. 

One  evening,  as  they  were  leaving  the  hut,  they  saw  the 
Abb6  Tolbiac  sitting  on  the  hill-side,  nearly  hidden  by  the 
rushes. 

"  We  must  leave  our  horses  in  that  ravine,  anotlier  time," 
said  Julien ;  "  in  case  they  should  tell  our  whereabouts, '' 
and  thenceforth  they  always  tied  their  horses  up  in  a  kind  of 
recess  in  the  valley,  which  was  hidden  by  bushes. 

Another  evening,  they  were  both  returning  to  La  Vrillelte, 
where  the  comte  was  expecting  Julien  to  dinner,  when  they 
met  the  cure  coming  out  of  the  cliateau.  He  bowed,  with- 
out looking  them  in  the  face,  and  stood  on  one  side  to  let 
them  pass.  For  the  moment  his  visit  made  them  uneasy,  but 
their  anxiety  was  soon  dispelled. 
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Jeanne  was  sitting  by  the  fire,  reading,  one  windy  after- 
noon at  the  beginning  of  May,  when  she  suddenly  saw  the 
Comte  de  Fourville  running  towards  the  chateau  at  such  a 
rate  as  to  make  her  fear  he  was  the  bearer  of  bad  news. 
She  hastened  downstairs  to  meet  him,  and  when  she  saw 
him  close  to,  she  thought  he  must  have  gone  mad.  He 
had  on  his  shooting-jacket  and  a  big  fur  cap,  that  he 
generally  only  wore  in  his  own  grounds,  and  he  was  so  pale 
that  his  red  moustaches  (which,  as  a  rule,  hardly  showed 
against  his  ruddy  face)  looked  the  colour  of  flame.  His 
eyes  were  haggard  and  stared  vacantly  or  rolled  from  side 
to  side. 

"  My  wife  is  here,  isn't  she  ?  "  he  gasped. 

"  No,"  answered  Jeanne,  too  frightened  to  think  of  what 
she  was  saying  ;  "  I  have  not  seen  her  at  all  to-day." 

The  comte  dropped  into  a  chair,  as  if  his  legs  had  no 
longer  strength  to  support  him,  and,  taking  off  his  cap,  he 
mechanically  passed  his  handkerchief  several  times  across 
his  forehead  ;  then  he  started  to  his  feet,  and  went  towards 
Jeanne  with  outstretched  hands,  and  mouth  opened  to  speak 
and  tell  her  of  his  terrible  grief.  But  suddenly  he  stopped 
short,  and  fixing  his  eyes  on  her,  murmured,  as  if  he  were 
delirious  :  "  But  it  is  your  husband — you  also — "  and 
breaking  off  abruptly,  he  rushed  out  towards  the  sea. 

Jeanne  ran  after  him,  calling  him  and  imploring  him  to 
stop.  "He  knows  all!"  she  thought,  in  terror.  "What 
will  he  do  ?    Oh,  pray  Heaven  he  may  not  find  them." 

He  did  not  listen  to  her,  and  evidently  knowing  whither 
to  direct  his  steps,  ran  straight  on  without  any  hesitation  as 
to  the  path  he  should  take.  Already  he  had  leapt  across 
the  ditch,  and  was  rapidly  striding  across  the  reeds  towards 
the  cliff.  Finding  she  could  not  catch  him  up,  Jeanne 
stood  on  the  slope  beyond  the  wood,  and  watched  him  as 
long  as  he  was  in  sight ;  then,  when  she  could  see  him  no 
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longer,  she  went  indoors  again,  tortured  with  fear  and 
anxiety. 

When  he  reached  the  edge  of  the  cliff,  the  comte  turned 
to  the  right,  and  again  began  to  run.  The  sea  was  very 
rough,  and  one  after  the  other  the  heavy  clouds  came  up 
and  poured  their  contents  on  the  land.  A  whistling  moan- 
ing wind  swept  over  the  grass,  laying  low  the  young  barley, 
and  carrying  the  great,  white  sea-gulls  inland  like  sprays  of 
foam.  The  rain,  which  came  in  gusts,  beat  in  the  comte's 
face,  and  drenched  his  cheeks  and  moustaches,  and  the 
tumiilt  of  the  elements  seemed  to  fill  his  heart  as  well  as  his 
ears.  There,  straight  before  him  in  the  distance,  lay  the 
Vaucotte  valley,  and  between  it  and  him  stood  a  solitary 
shepherd's  hut,  with  two  horses  tied  to  the  shafts.  (What 
fear  could  there  be  of  anyone  seeing  them  on  such  a  day  as 
this  1) 

As  soon  as  he  caught  sight  of  the  animals,  the  comte 
threw  himself  flat  on  the  ground,  and  dragged  himself  along 
on  his  hands  and  knees,  his  hairy  cap  and  mud-stained  clothes 
making  him  look  like  some  monstrous  animal.  He  crawled 
to  th3  lonely  hut,  and,  in  case  its  occupants  should  see  him 
through  the  cracks  in  the  planks,  hid  himself  beneath  it. 
The  horses  had  seen  him  and  were  pawing  the  ground.  He 
slowly  cut  the  reins  by  which  they  were  fastened  with  a 
knife  that  he  held  open  in  his  hand,  and,  as  a  fresh  gust  of 
wind  swept  by,  the  two  animals  cantered  off,  their  backs 
stung  by  the  hail  which  lashed  against  the  sloping  roof  of 
the  shepherd's  cot,  and  made  the  frail  abode  tremble  on  its 
wheels. 

Then  the  comte  rose  to  his  knees,  put  his  eye  to  the  slit 
at  the  bottom  of  the  door,  and  remained  j^erfectly  motionless 
while  he  watched  and  waited.  Some  time  passed  thus, 
and  then  he  suddenly  leapt  to  his  feet,  covered  with  mire 
from  head  to  foot.    Furiously  he  fastened  the  bolt,  which 
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secured  the  shelter  on  the  outside,  and,  seizing  the  shafts, 
he  shook  the  hut  as  if  he  would  have  broken  it  to  atoms. 
After  a  moment  he  begun  to  drag  it  along — exerting  the 
strength  of  a  bull,  and  bending  nearly  double  in  his 
tremendous  effort, — and  it  was  towards  the  almost  perpendic- 
ular slope  to  the  valley  that  he  hurried  the  cottage  and  its 
human  occupants  who  were  desperately  shouting  and  trying 
to  burst  open  the  door,  in  their  ignorance  of  what  had 
happened. 

At  the  extreme  edge  of  the  slope,  the  comte  let  go  of  the 
hut,  and  it  at  once  begun  to  run  down  towards  the  valley. 
At  first  it  moved  but  slowly,  but,  its  speed  increasing  as  it 
went,  it  moved  quicker  and  quicker,  until  soon  it  was  rush- 
ing down  the  hill  at  a  tremendous  rate.  Its  shafts  bumped 
along  the  ground  and  it  leapt  over  and  dashed  against  the 
obstacles  in  its  path,  as  if  it  had  been  endowed  with  life ;  it 
bounded  over  the  head  of  an  old  beggar  who  was  crouching 
in  a  ditch,  and,  as  it  passed,  the  man  heard  frightful  cries 
issuing  from  within  it.  All  at  once  one  of  the  wheels  was 
torn  off,  and  the  hut  turned  over  on  its  side.  That,  how- 
ever, did  not  stop  it,  and  now  it  rolled  over  and  over  like  a 
ball,  or  like  some  house  uprooted  from  its  foundations  and 
hurled  from  the  summit  of  a  mountain.  It  rolled  on  and  on 
until  it  reached  the  edge  of  the  last  ravine  ;  there  it  took  a 
final  leap,  and  after  describing  a  curve,  fell  to  the  earth, 
and  smashed  like  an  egg-shell. 

Directly  it  had  dashed  upon  the  rocks  at  the  bottom  of  the 
valley,  the  old  beggar,  who  had  seen  it  falling,  began  to  make 
his  way  down  through  the  brambles.  He  did  not  go  straight 
to  the  shattered  hut,  but,  like  the  cautious  rustic  that  he  was, 
went  to  announce  the  accident  at  the  nearest  farm-house. 
The  farm  people  ran  to  the  spot  the  beggar  pointed  out,  and 
beneath  the  fragments  of  the  hut,  found  two  bruised  and 
mangled  corpses.    The  man's  forehead  was  split  open,  and 
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his  face  crushed  ;  the  woman's  jaw  was  almost  separated 
from  her  head,  and  their  broken  limbs  were  as  soft  as  if 
there  had  not  been  a  bone  beneath  the  flesh.  Still  the 
farmers  could  recognise  them,  and  tliey  began  to  make  all 
sorts  of  conjectures  as  to  the  cause  of  the  accident. 

"  What  could  they  have  been  doin'  in  the  cabin  1 "  said  a 
woman. 

The  old  beggar  replied  that  apparently  they  had  taken 
refuge  from  the  weather,  and  that  the  high  wind  had  over- 
turned the  hut,  and  blown  it  down  the  precipice.  He  added 
that  he  himself  was  going  to  take  shelter  in  it  when  he  saw 
the  horses  fastened  to  the  shafts  and  concluded  that  the 
place  was  already  occupied. 

"  If  it  hadn't  been  for  that,  I  should  have  been  where 
they  are  now,"  he  said  with  an  air  of  self-congi-atulation. 

"Perhaps  it  would  have  been  all  the  better  if  you  had 
been,"  said  some  one. 

"  Why  would  it  have  been  better  1 "  exclaimed  the  beggar 
in  a  great  rage.  "  'Cause  I'm  poor  and  they're  rich  ?  Look 
at  them  now  !  "  he  said,  pointing  to  the  two  corpses  with  his 
hooked  stick,  as  he  stood  trembling  and  ragged,  with  the 
water  dripping  from  him,  and  his  battered  hat,  his  matted 
beard,  his  long  unkempt  hair,  making  him  look  terribly 
dirty  and  miserable.  "  We're  all  equal  when  we're 
dead." 

The  group  had  grown  bigger,  and  the  peasants  stood 
round  with  a  frightened,  cowardly  look  on  their  faces. 
After  a  discussion  as  to  what  they  had  better  do,  it  was 
finally  decided  to  carry  the  bodies  back  to  their  homes,  in 
the  hope  of  getting  a  reward.  Two  carts  were  got  ready, 
and  tlien  a  fresh  difficulty  arose ;  some  thought  it  would  be 
quite  enough  to  place  straw  at  the  bottom  of  the  carts, 
others  thought  it  would  look  better  to  put  mattresses. 

"  But  the  mattresses  would  be  soaked  with  blood,"  cried 
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the  woman  who  had  spoken  before.  "  They'd  have  to  be 
washed  with  eau  de  javelle." 

"  The  chateau  people'll  pay  for  that,"  said  a  jolly-faced 
farmer.    "  They  can't  expect  to  get  things  for  nothing." 

That  decided  the  matter,  and  the  two  carts  set  off,  one  to 
the  right,  the  other  to  the  left,  jolting  and  shaking  the 
remains  of  these  two  beings  who  had  so  often  been  clasped 
in  each  other's  arms,  but  who  would  never  meet  again. 

When  the  comte  had  seen  the  hut  set  off  on  its  terrible 
journey,  he  had  fled  away  through  the  rain  and  the  wind, 
and  had  run  on  and  on  across  the  country  like  a  madman. 
He  ran  for  several  hours,  heedless  of  which  way  his  steps 
were  taking  him,  and,  at  nightfall,  he  found  himself  at  his 
own  chateau.  The  servants  were  anxiously  awaiting  his 
return,  and  hastened  to  tell  him  that  the  two  horses  had 
just  returned  riderless,  for  Julien's  had  followed  the  other 
one. 

M.  de  Fourville  staggered  back.  "Some  accident  must 
have  hajjpened  to  my  wife  and  the  vicomte,"  he  said  in 
broken  tones.    "  Let  everyone  go  and  look  for  them." 

He  started  off  again,  himself,  as  though  he  were  going  to 
seek  them,  but,  as  soon  as  he  was  out  of  sight,  he  hid 
behind  a  bush,  and  watched  the  road  along  which  the 
woman  he  still  loved  so  dearly  would  be  brought  dead  or 
dying,  or  perhaps  maimed  and  disfigured  for  life.  In  a  little 
while  a  cart  passed  by,  bearing  a  strange  load ;  it  drew  up 
before  the  chateau-gates,  then  passed  through  them.  Yes, 
he  knew  it  was  she ;  but  the  dread  of  hearing  the  horrible 
truth  forced  him  to  stay  in  his  hiding-place,  and  he  crouched 
down  like  a  hare,  trembling  at  the  faintest  rustic. 

He  waited  for  an  hour — perhaps  two — and  yet  the  cart 
did  not  come  back  again.  He  was  persuaded  that  his  wife 
was  dying,  and  the  thought  of  seeing  her,  of  meeting  her 
eyes  was  such  torture  to  him,  that,  seized  with  a  sudden  fear 
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of  being  discovered  and  compelled  to  witness  her  death,  he 
again  set  off  running,  and  did  not  stop  till  he  was  hidden  in 
the  midst  of  a  wood.  Then,  he  thought,  that  perhaps  she 
needed  help  and  that  there  was  no  one  to  take  care  of  her 
as  he  could,  and  he  sped  back  in  mad  haste. 

As  he  was  going  in  to  the  house,  he  met  his  gardener. 

"  Well  1 "  he  cried,  excitedly. 

The  man  dared  not  answer  the  truth. 

"  Is  she  dead  1 "  almost  yelled  M.  de  Fourville. 

"  Yes,  Monsieur  le  comte,"  stammered  the  servant. 

The  comte  experienced  an  intense  relief  at  the  answer ; 
all  his  agitation  left  him,  and  he  went  quietly  and  fii-mly 
up  the  steps. 

In  the  meantime,  the  other  cart  had  arrived  at  Les 
Peuples.  Jeanne  saw  it  in  the  distance,  and,  guessing  that 
a  corpse  lay  upon  the  mattress,  understood  at  once  what  had 
happened ;  the  shock  was  so  great  that  she  fell  to  the 
ground  unconscious.  When  she  came  to  herself  again  she 
found  her  father  supporting  her  head,  and  bathing  her 
forehead  with  vinegar. 

"  Do  you  know —  1 "  he  asked  hesitatingly. 

"  Yes,  father,"  she  whispered,  trying  to  rise ;  but  she  was 
in  such  pain  that  she  was  forced  to  sink  back  again. 

That  evening  she  gave  birth  to  a  dead  child — a  girl. 

She  did  not  see  or  hear  anything  of  Julien's  funeral  for 
she  was  delirious  when  he  was  buried.  In  a  few  days  she  was 
conscious  of  Aunt  Lison's  presence  in  her  room,  and,  in  the 
midst  of  the  feverish  nightmares  by  which  she  was  haunted, 
she  strove  to  recall  when,  and  under  what  circumstances,  the 
old  maid  had  last  left  Les  Peuples.  But  even  in  her  lucid 
moments  she  could  not  remember,  and  she  could  only  feel 
sure  she  had  seen  her  since  the  baroness's  death. 


189 


XI. 

Jeanne  was  confined  to  her  room  for  three  months  and 
everyone  despaired  of  her  life,  but  very,  very  gradually 
health  and  strength  returned  to  her.  Her  father  and  Aunt 
Lison  had  come  to  live  at  the  chateau,  and  they  nursed  her 
day  and  night.  The  shock  she  had  sustained  had  entirely 
upset  her  nervous  system  ;  she  started  at  the  least  noise,  and 
the  slightest  emotion  caused  her  to  go  off  into  long  swoons. 
She  had  never  asked  the  details  of  Julieu's  death.  Why 
should  she  1  Did  she  not  already  know  enougli  1  Everyone 
except  herself  thought  it  had  been  an  accident,  and  she 
never  revealed  to  anyone  the  terrible  secret  of  her  husband's 
adultery,  and  of  the  comte's  sudden,  fearful  visit  the  day  of 
the  catastrophe. 

Her  soul  was  filled  with  the  sweet,  tender  memories  of  the 
few,  short  hours  of  bliss  she  owed  to  her  husband,  and  she 
always  pictured  him  to  herself  as  he  had  been  when  they 
were  betrothed,  and  when  she  had  adored  him  in  the  only 
moments  of  sensual  passion  of  her  life.  She  forgot  all 
his  faults  and  harshness ;  even  his  infidelity  seemed  more 
pardonable  now  that  death  stood  between  him  and  her. 
She  felt  a  sort  of  vague  gratitude  to  this  man  who  had 
clasped  her  in  his  arms,  and  she  forgave  him  the  sorrows  he 
had  caused  her,  and  dwelt  only  on  the  happy  moments  they 
had  passed  together. 

As  time  wore  on  and  month  followed  month,  covering  her 
grief  and  memories  with  the  dust  of  forgetfulness,  Jeanne 
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devoted  herself  entirely  to  her  son.  The  child  became  the 
idol,  the  one  engrossing  thought,  of  the  three  beings  over 
whom  he  ruled  like  any  despot ;  there  was  even  a  sort  of 
jealousy  between  his  three  slaves,  for  Jeanne  grudged  the 
hearty  kisses  he  gave  the  baron  when  the  latter  rode  him  on 
his  knees,  and  Aunt  Lison,  who  was  neglected  by  this  baby, 
as  she  had  always  been  by  everyone,  and  was  regarded  as  a 
servant  by  this  master  who  could  not  talk  yet,  would  go  to 
her  room  and  cry  as  she  compared  the  few  kisses,  which 
she  had  so  much  difficulty  in  obtaining,  with  the  em- 
braces the  child  so  freely  lavished  on  his  mother  and  grand- 
father. 

Two  peaceful,  uneventful  years  were  passed  thus  in  de- 
voted attention  to  the  child  ;  then,  at  the  beginning  of  the 
third  winter,  it  was  arranged  that  they  should  all  go  to 
Rouen  until  the  spring.  But  they  had  hardly  arrived  at  the 
damp,  old  house  before  Paul  had  such  a  severe  attack  of 
bronchitis,  that  pleurisy  was  feared.  His  distracted  mother 
was  convinced  that  no  other  air  but  that  of  Les  Peuples 
agreed  with  him,  and  they  all  went  back  there  as  soon  as  he 
was  well. 

Then  came  a  series  of  quiet,  monotonous  years.  Jeanne, 
her  father,  and  Aunt  Lison  spent  all  their  time  with  the 
child,  and  were  continually  going  into  raptures  over  the  way 
he  lisped,  or  over  his  funny  sayings  and  doings.  Jeanne 
lovingly  called  him  "  Paulet,"  and,  when  he  tried  to  repeat 
the  word,  he  made  them  all  laugh  by  pronouncing  it 
"  Poulet,"  for  he  could  not  speak  plainly.  Tlie  nickname 
"Poulet"  clung  to  him,  and  henceforth  he  was  never  called 
anything  else.  He  grew  very  quickly,  and  one  of  the  chief 
amusements  of  his  "three  mothers,"  as  the  baron  called 
them,  was  to  measure  his  height.  On  the  wainscotting,  by 
the  drawing-room  door,  was  a  series  of  marks  made  with  a 
penknife,  showing  how  much  the  boy  had  grown  every  month. 


A  WOMAN'S  LIFE. 


191 


and  these  marks,  which  were  called  "Poulet's  ladder,"  were 
of  great  importance  in  everyone's  eyes. 

Then  there  came  a  very  unexpected  addition  to  the  im- 
portant personages  of  the  household — the  dog  Massacre, 
which  Jeanne  had  neglected  since  all  her  attention  had  been 
centred  in  her  son.  Ludivine  fed  him,  and  he  lived  quite 
alone,  and  always  on  the  chain,  in  an  old  barrel  in  front  of 
the  stables.  Paul  noticed  him  one  morning,  and  at  once 
wanted  to  go  and  kiss  him.  The  dog  made  a  great  fuss  over 
the  child,  who  cried  when  he  was  taken  away,  so  Massacre 
was  unchained,  and  henceforth  lived  in  the  house.  He  be- 
came Paul's  inseparable  friend  and  companion  ;  they  played 
together,  and  lay  down  side  by  side  on  the  carpet  to  go  to 
sleep,  and  soon  Massacre  shared  the  bed  of  his  playfellow, 
who  would  not  let  the  dog  leave  him.  Jeanne  lamented 
sometimes  over  the  fleas,  and  Aunt  Lison  felt  angry  with  tlie 
dog  for  absorbing  so  much  of  the  child's  affection,  affection 
for  which  she  longed,  and  which,  it  seemed  to  her,  this 
animal  had  stolen. 

At  long  intervals  visits  were  exchanged  with  the  Brisevilles 
and  the  Couteliers,  but  the  mayor  and  the  doctor  were  the 
only  regular  visitors  at  the  chateau. 

The  brutal  way  in  which  the  priest  had  killed  the  dog, 
and  the  suspicions  he  had  instilled  into  her  mind  about  the 
time  of  Julien's  and  Gilberte's  horrible  death,  had  roused 
Jeanne's  indignation  against  the  God  Who  could  have  such 
ministers,  and  she  had  entirely  ceased  to  attend  church. 
From  time  to  time  the  abbe  inveighed  in  outspoken  terms 
against  the  chateau,  which,  he  said,  was  inhabited  by  the 
Spirit  of  Evil,  the  Spirit  of  Everlasting  Eebellion,  the  Spirit 
of  Errors  and  of  Lies,  the  Spirit  of  Iniquity,  the  Spirit  of 
Corruption  and  Impurity ;  it  was  by  all  these  names  that 
he  alluded  to  the  baron. 

The  church  was  deserted,  and  when  the  cure  happened  to 
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walk  past  any  fields  in  which  the  ploughmen  were  at  work, 
the  men  never  ceased  their  task  to  speak  to  him,  or  turned 
to  touch  their  hats.  He  acquired  the  reputation  of  being  a 
wizard  because  he  cast  out  the  devil  from  a  woman  who  was 
possessed,  and  the  peasants  believed  he  knew  words  to  dis- 
pel charms.  He  laid  his  hands  on  cows  that  gave  thin  milk, 
discovered  the  whereabouts  of  things  which  had  been  lost 
by  means  of  a  mysterious  incantation,  and  devoted  his 
narrow  mind  to  the  study  of  all  the  ecclesiastical  books  in 
which  he  could  find  accounts  of  the  devil's  apparitions  upon 
earth,  or  descriptions  of  his  resources  and  stratagems,  and 
the  various  ways  in  which  he  manifested  his  power  and  ex- 
ercised his  influence. 

Believing  himself  specially  called  to  combat  this  invisible, 
harmful  Power,  the  priest  had  learnt  all  the  forms  given  in 
religious  manuals  to  exorcise  the  devil.  He  fancied  Satan 
lurked  in  every  shadow,  and  the  phrase  Sie^it  leo  rugiens 
circuit,  qucerens  quern  devoret  was  continually  on  his  lips. 
People  began  to  be  afraid  of  his  strange  power ;  even  his 
fellow-clergy  (ignorant  country  priests  to  whom  Beelzebub 
was  an  article  of  their  faith,  and  who,  perplexed  by  the 
minute  directions  for  the  rites  to  be  observed  in  case  of  any 
manifestations  of  the  Evil  One's  power,  at  last  confounded  re- 
ligion with  magic)  regarded  the  Abbe  Tolbiac  as  somewhat 
of  a  wizard,  and  respected  him  as  much  for  the  supernatural 
power  he  was  supposed  to  possess  as  for  the  irreproachable 
austerity  of  his  life. 

The  cur^  never  bowed  to  Jeanne  if  he  chanced  to  meet  her, 
and  such  a  state  of  things  worried  and  grieved  Aunt  Lison, 
who  could  not  understand  how  anyone  could  systematically 
stay  away  from  church.  Everyone  took  it  for  granted  that 
she  was  religious  and  confessed  and  communicated  at  proper 
intervals,  and  no  one  ever  tried  to  find  out  what  her  views  on 
religion  really  were.  Whenever  she  was  quite  alone  with  Paul. 
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Lison  talked  to  him,  in  whispers,  about  the  good  God,  The 
child  listened  to  her  with  a  faint  degree  of  interest  when  she 
related  the  miracles  which  had  been  performed  in  the  old 
times,  and,  when  she  told  him  he  must  love  the  good  God 
very,  very  dearly,  he  sometimes  asked  : 
"  Where  is  He,  auntie  1 " 

She  would  point  upwards  and  answer  :  "  Up  there,  above 
the  sky,  Poulet ;  but  you  must  not  say  anything  about  it," 
for  she  feared  the  baron  would  be  angry  if  he  knew  what  she 
was  teaching  the  boy.  One  day,  however,  Poulet  startled 
her  by  asserting  :  "The  good  God  is  everywhere  except  in 
church,"  and  she  found  he  had  been  talking  to  his  grand- 
father about  what  she  had  told  him. 

Paul  was  now  ten  years  old  ;  his  mother  looked  forty. 
He  was  sti'ong,  noisy,  and  boldly  climbed  the  trees,  but  his 
education  had,  so  far,  been  very  neglected.  He  disliked 
lessons,  would  never  settle  down  to  them,  and,  if  ever  the 
baron  managed  to  keep  him  reading  a  little  longer  than 
usual,  Jeanne  would  interfere,  saying  : 

"  Let  him  go  and  play,  now.  He  is  so  young  to  be  tired 
with  books." 

In  her  eyes  he  was  still  an  infant,  and  she  hardly  noticed 
that  he  walked,  ran,  and  talked  like  a  man  in  miniature. 
She  lived  in  constant  anxiety  lest  he  should  fall  down,  or  get 
too  cold  or  too  hot,  or  overload  his  stomach,  or  not  eat  as 
much  as  his  growth  demanded. 

When  the  boy  was  twelve  years  old  a  great  difficulty 
arose  about  his  first  communion.  Lise  went  to  Jeanne's  room 
one  morning,  and  pointed  out  to  her  that  the  child  could  not 
be  permitted  to  go  any  longer  without  religious  instruction, 
and  without  performing  the  simplest  sacred  duties.  She 
called  every  argument  to  her  aid,  and  gave  a  thousand  reasons 
for  the  necessity  of  what  she  was  urging,  dwelling  chiefly  upon 
the  danger  of  scandal.   The  idea  worried  Jeanne,  and,  un- 
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able  to  give  a  decided  answer,  she  replied  that  Paul  could 
very  well  go  on  as  he  was  for  a  little  while  longer.  A  month 
after  this  discussion  with  Lise,  Jeanne  called  on  the  Vicom- 
tesse  de  Briseville. 

"  I  suppose  it  will  be  Paul's  first  communion  this  year," 
said  the  vicomtesse,  in  the  course  of  conversation. 

"Yes,  madame,"  answered  Jeanne,  taken  unawares. 

These  few  words  had  the  effect  of  deciding  her,  and,  with- 
out saying  anything  about  it  to  lier  father,  she  asked  Lise  to 
take  the  child  to  the  catechism  class.  Everything  went  on 
smoothly  for  a  mouth  ;  then  Poulet  came  back,  one  evening, 
with  a  sore  throat,  and  the  next  day  he  began  to  cough. 
His  frightened  mother  questioned  him  as  to  the  cause  of  his 
cold  and  he  told  her  that  he  had  not  behaved  very  well  in 
class,  so  the  cure  had  sent  him  to  wait  at  the  door  of  the 
church,  where  there  was  a  draught  from  the  porch,  until  the 
end  of  the  lesson.  After  that  Jeanne  kept  him  at  home,  and 
taught  him  his  catechism  herself ;  but  the  Abbe  Tolbiac  re- 
fused to  admit  him  to  communion,  in  spite  of  all  Lison's 
entreaties,  alleging,  as  his  reason,  that  the  boy  had  not  been 
properly  prepared. 

The  following  year  he  refused  him  again,  and  the  baron 
was  so  exasperated  that  he  said  plainly  there  was  no  need 
for  Paul  to  believe  in  such  foolery  as  this  absurd  symbol  of 
transubstantiatiou,  to  become  a  good  and  honest  man.  So  it 
was  resolved  to  bring  the  boy  up  in  the  Christain  faith,  but 
not  in  the  Catholic  Church,  and  that  he  should  decide  his 
religion  for  himself  when  he  reached  his  majority. 

A  short  time  afterwards,  Jeanne  called  on  the  Brisevilles 
and  received  no  visit  in  return.  Knowing  how  punctilious 
they  were  in  all  matters  of  etiquette,  she  felt  verv  much 
surprised  at  the  omission,  until  the  Marquise  de  Coutelier 
haughtily  told  her  the  reason  of  this  neglect.  Aware  that 
her  husband's  rank  and  wealth  made  her  the  queen  of  the 
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Normandy  aristocracy,  the  marquise  ruled  in  qneen-likc 
fashion,  showing  herself  gracious  or  severe  as  occasions 
demanded.  She  never  hesitated  to  speak  as  she  thought, 
and  reproved,  or  congratulated,  or  corrected  whenever  she 
thought  fit.  When  Jeanne  called  on  her  she  addressed  a 
few  icy  words  to  her  visitoi-,  then  said  in  a  cold  tone  ; 
"  Society  divides  itself  naturally  into  two  classes ;  those  who 
believe  in  God.  and  those  who  do  not.  The  former,  however 
lowly  they  may  be,  are  our  friends  and  equals  ;  with  the 
latter  we  can  have  nothing  to  do." 

Jeanne  felt  that  she  was  being  attacked,  and  replied  : 
"  But  cannot  one  believe  in  God  without  constantly 
attending  church  1 " 

"  No,  madame.  Believers  go  to  pray  to  God  in  His 
church,  as  they  would  go  to  visit  their  friends  at  their 
houses." 

"  God  is  everywhere,  madame,  and  not  only  in  the 
churches,"  answered  Jeanne,  feeling  very  hurt.  "  I  believe 
in  His  goodness  and  mercy  from  the  bottom  of  my  heart, 
but  when  there  are  certain  priests  between  Him  and  me,  I 
can  no  longer  realise  His  presence." 

"  The  priest  is  the  standard-bearer  of  the  church, 
madame,"  said  the  marquise,  rising,  "  and,  whoever  does 
not  follow  that  flag  is  as  much  ovir  enemy  as  the  church's." 

Jeanne  had  risen  also.  "  You  believe  in  the  God  of  a  sect, 
madame,"  she  replied,  quivering  with  indignation.  /  believe 
in  the  God  Whom  every  iipright  man  reveres,"  and,  with  a 
bow,  she  left  the  marquise. 

Amongst  themselves  the  peasants  also  blamed  Jeanne  for 
not  sending  Poulet  to  his  first  communion.  They  them- 
selves did  not  go  to  mass,  and  never  took  the  sacrament,  or 
at  least,  only  at  Easter  when  the  church  formally  com- 
manded it ;  but  when  it  came  to  the  children,  that  was 
a  different  matter,  and  not  one  of  them  would  have  dared  to 
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bring  a  child  up  outside  the  commou  faith,  for,  after  all, 
"  Religion  is  Religion." 

Jeanne  was  quite  conscious  of  the  disapproval  with  which 
everyone  regarded  her  conduct,  but  such  inconsistency  only 
roused  her  indignation,  and  she  scorned  the  people  who 
could  thus  quiet  their  consciences  so  easily,  and  hide  the 
cowardly  fears  which  lurked  at  the  bottom  of  their  hearts 
under  the  mask  of  righteousness. 

The  baron  undertook  to  direct  Paul's  studies,  and  began 
to  instruct  him  in  Latin.  The  boy's  mother  had  but  one 
word  to  say  on  the  subject — "  Whatever  you  do,  don't  tire 
him,"  and,  while  lessons  were  going  on,  she  would  anxiously 
hang  round  the  door  of  the  schoolroom,  which  her  father 
had  forbidden  her  to  enter  because,  at  every  moment,  she 
interrapted  his  teaching  to  ask  :  "  You're  sure  your  feet  are 
not  cold,  Poulet ? "  or  "Your  head  does  not  ache,  does  it 
Poulet?"  or  to  admonish  the  master  with  :  "  Don't  make  him 
talk  so  much,  he  will  have  a  sore  throat." 

As  soon  as  lessons  were  over  the  boy  went  into  the  garden 
with  his  mother  and  aunt.  They  were  all  three  very  fond 
of  gardening,  and  took  great  pleasure  and  interest  in  planting 
and  pruning,  in  watching  the  seeds  they  had  sown  come  up 
and  blossom,  and  in  cutting  flowers  for  nosegays.  Paul 
devoted  himself  chiefly  to  raising  salad-plants.  He  had  the 
entire  care  of  four  big  beds  in  the  kitchen-garden,  and  there 
he  cultivated  lettuce,  endive,  cos-lettuce,  mustardcress,  and 
every  other  known  kind  of  salad.  He  dug,  watered,  weeded, 
and  planted,  and  made  his  two  mothers  work  like  day- 
labourers,  and  for  hours  together  they  knelt  on  the  borders, 
soiling  their  hands  and  dresses  as  they  planted  the  seedlings 
in  the  holes  they  made  with  their  forefingers  in  the  mould. 

Poulet  was  almost  fifteen;  he  had  grown  wonderfully,  and 
the  highest  mark  on  the  di-awing-room  wall  was  over  five  feet 
from  the  ground,  but  in  mind  he  was  still  an  ignorant  foolish 
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child,  for  ho  had  no  opportunity  of  expanding  his  intellect, 
confined  as  he  was  to  the  society  of  these  two  women  and 
the  good-tempered  old  man  who  was  so  far  behind  the  times. 
At  last  one  evening  the  baron  said  it  was  time  for  the  boy 
to  go  to  college.  Aunt  Lison  withdrew  into  a  dark 
corner  in  horror  at  the  idea,  and  Jeanne  began  to  sob. 

"Why  does  he  want  to  know  so  much?"  she  replied. 
"  We  will  bring  him  up  to  be  a  gentleman  farmer,  to  devote 
himself  to  the  cultivation  of  his  property,  as  so  many 
noblemen  do,  and  he  will  pass  his  life  happily  in  this  house, 
where  we  have  lived  before  him  and  where  we  shall  die. 
What  more  can  he  want  ? " 

The  baron  shook  his  head. 

"  What  answer  will  you  make  if  he  comes  to  you  a  few 
years  hence,  and  says  :  '  I  am  nothing,  and  I  know  nothing 
through  your  selfish  love.  I  feel  incapable  of  working  or  of 
becoming  anyone  now,  and  yet  I  know  I  was  not  intended  to 
lead  the  dull,  pleasureless  life  to  which  your  short-sighted 
affection  has  condemned  me.'  " 

Jeanne  turned  to  her  son  with  the  tears  rolling  down  her 
cheeks. 

"Oh,  Poulet,  you  will  never  reproach  me  for  having 
loved  you  too  much,  will  you  ?  " 

"  No,  mamma,"  promised  the  boy  in  surprise. 
"  You  swear  you  will  not '? " 
"  Yes,  mamma." 

"  You  want  to  stay  here,  don't  you'?  " 
"  Yes,  mamma." 

"  Jeanne,  you  have  no  right  to  dispose  of  his  life  in  that 
way,"  said  the  baron,  sternly.  "  Such  conduct  is  cowardly 
— almost  criminal.  You  are  sacrificing  your  child  to  your 
own  personal  happiness." 

Jeanne  hid  her  face  in  her  hands,  while  her  sobs  came  in 
quick  succession. 
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•'  I  have  been  so  unhappy — so  unhappj',"  she  murmured, 
through  lier  tears.  "  And  now  my  son  Las  brought  peace 
and  rest  into  my  life,  you  want  to  take  him  from  me. 
What  will  become  of  me — if  I  am  left — all  alone  now  ?  " 

Her  father  went  and  sat  down  by  her  side.  "  And  am  I 
no  one,  Jeanne  1 "  he  asked,  taking  her  in  his  arms.  She 
threw  her  arms  round  his  neck,  and  kissed  him  fondly. 
Then  in  a  voice  still  choked  with  tears  and  sobs  : 

"  Yes,  perhaps  you  are  right,  papa  dear,"  she  answered ; 
"  and  I  was  foolish  ;  but  I  have  had  so  much  sorrow.  I  am 
quite  willing  for  him  to  go  to  college  now." 

Then  Poulet,  who  hardly  understood  what  was  going  to 
be  done  with  him,  began  to  cry  too,  and  his  three  mothers 
kissed  and  coaxed  him  and  told  him  to  be  brave.  They  all 
went  up  to  bed  with  heavy  hearts,  and  even  the  baron  wept 
when  he  was  alone  in  his  own  room,  though  he  had  con- 
trolled his  emotion  downstairs.  It  was  resolved  to  send 
Paul  to  the  college  at  Havre  at  the  beginning  of  the  next 
term,  and  during  the  summer  he  was  mere  spoilt  than  ever. 
His  mother  moaned  as  she  thought  of  the  approaching 
separation  and  she  got  ready  as  many  clothes  for  the  boy  as 
if  he  had  been  about  to  start  on  a  ten  years'  journey. 

One  October  morning,  after  a  sleepless  night,  the  baron, 
Jeanne,  and  Aunt  Lison  went  away  with  Poulet  in  the 
landau.  They  had  already  paid  a  visit  to  fix  upon  the  bed 
he  was  to  have  in  the  dormitory  and  the  seat  he  was  to 
occupy  in  class,  and  this  time  Jeanne  and  Aunt  Lison  passed 
the  whole  day  in  unpacking  his  things  and  arranging  them 
in  the  little  chest  of  drawers.  As  the  latter  would  not  con- 
tain the  quarter  of  what  she  had  brought,  Jeanne  went  to 
the  head-master  to  ask  if  the  boy  could  not  have  another. 
The  steward  was  sent  for,  and  he  said  that  so  much  linen 
and  so  many  clothes  were  simply  in  the  way,  instead  of 
being  of  any  use,  and  that  the  rules  of  the  house  forbade 
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him  to  allow  another  chest  of  drawers,  so  Jeanne  made  up 
her  mind  to  hire  a  room  in  a  little  hotel  close  by,  and  to 
ask  the  landlord  himself  to  take  Poulet  all  he  wanted, 
directly  the  child  found  himself  in  need  of  anything. 

They  all  went  on  the  pier  for  the  rest  of  the  afternoon 
and  watched  the  ships  entering  and  leaving  the  harbour  ; 
then,  at  nightfall,  they  went  to  a  restaurant  for  dinner. 
But  they  were  too  unhappy  to  eat,  and  the  dishes  were 
placed  before  them  and  removed  almost  untouched  as  they 
sat  looking  at  each  other  with  tearful  eyes.  After  dinner 
they  walked  slowly  back  to  the  college.  Boys  of  all  ages 
were  arriving  on  every  side,  some  accompanied  by  their 
parents,  others  by  servants.  A  great  many  were  crying,  and 
the  big,  dim  courtyard  was  filled  with  the  sound  of  tears. 

When  the  time  came  to  say  good-bye,  Jeanne  and  Poulet 
clung  to  each  other  as  if  they  could  not  part,  while  Aunt 
Lison  stood,  quite  forgotten,  in  the  background,  with  her 
face  buried  in  her  handkerchief.  The  baron  felt  he  too  was 
giving  way,  so  he  hastened  the  farewells,  and  took  his 
daughter  from  the  college.  The  landau  was  waiting  at  the 
door,  and  they  drove  back  to  Les  Peuples  in  a  silence  that 
was  only  broken  by  an  occasional  sob. 

Jeanne  wept  the  whole  of  the  following  day,  and  the  next 
she  ordered  the  phaeton  and  drove  over  to  Havre.  Poulet 
seemed  to  have  got  over  the  separation  already ;  it  was  the 
first  time  he  had  ever  had  any  companions  of  his  own  age, 
and,  as  he  sat  beside  his  mother,  he  fidgetted  on  his  chair 
and  longed  to  run  out  and  play.  Every  other  day  Jeanne 
went  to  see  him,  and  on  Sundays  took  him  out.  She  felt 
as  though  she  had  not  energy  enough  to  leave  the  college 
between  the  recreation-hours,  so  she  waited  in  the  parloir 
while  the  classes  were  going  on  until  Poulet  could  come  to 
her  again.  At  last  the  head  master  asked  her  to  go  up  and 
see  him,  and  begged  her  not  to  come  so  often.    She  did  not 
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take  any  notice  of  his  reqiiest,  and  he  warned  her  that  if 
she  still  persisted  in  preventing  her  son  from  enjoying  his 
play-hours,  and  in  interrupting  his  work,  he  would  be 
obliged  to  dismiss  him  from  the  college.  He  also  sent  a 
note  to  the  baron,  to  the  same  effect,  and  thenceforth 
Jeanne  was  always  kept  in  sight  at  Les  Peuples,  like  a 
prisoner.  She  lived  in  a  constant  state  of  nervous  anxiety, 
and  looked  forward  to  the  holidays  with  more  impatience 
than  her  son.  She  began  to  take  long  walks  about  the 
country,  with  Massacre  as  her  only  companion,  and  would 
stay  out  of  doors  all  day  long,  dreamily  musing.  Sometimes 
she  sat  on  the  cliff  the  whole  afternoon  watching  the  sea  ; 
sometimes  she  walked,  across  the  wood,  to  Yport,  thinking, 
as  she  went,  of  how  she  had  walked  there  when  she  was 
young,  and  of  the  long,  long  years  which  had  elapsed  since 
she  had  bounded  along  these  very  paths,  a  hopeful,  happy 
girl. 

Every  time  she  saw  her  son,  it  seemed  to  Jeanne  as  if  ten 
years  had  passed  since  she  had  seen  him  last ;  for  every 
month  he  became  more  of  a  man,  and  every  month  she  be- 
came more  aged.  Her  father  looked  like  her  brother,  and 
Aunt  Lison  (who  had  been  quite  faded  when  she  was  twenty- 
five,  and  had  never  seemed  to  get  older  since)  might  have 
been  taken  for  her  elder  sister. 

Poulet  did  not  study  very  hard  ;  he  spent  two  years  in 
the  fourth  form,  managed  to  get  through  the  third  in  one 
twelvemonth,  then  spent  two  more  in  the  second,  and  was 
nearly  twenty  when  he  reached  the  rhetoric  class.  He  had 
grown  into  a  tall,  fair  youth,  with  whiskered  cheeks  and  a 
budding  moustache.  He  came  over  to  Les  Peuples  every 
Sunday  now,  instead  of  his  mother  going  to  see  him  ;  and 
as  he  had  been  taking  riding-lessons  for  some  time  past,  he 
hired  a  horse  and  accomplished  the  journey  from  Havre  in 
two  hours. 
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Every  Sunday  Jeanne  started  out  early  in  the  morning  to 
go  and  meet  him  on  the  road,  and  with  her  went  Aunt 
Lison  and  the  baron,  who  was  beginning  to  stoop,  and  who 
walked  like  a  little  old  man,  with  his  hands  clasped  behind 
his  back  as  if  to  prevent  himself  from  pitching  forward  on 
his  face.  The  three  walked  slowly  along,  sometimes  sitting 
down  by  the  wayside  to  rest,  and  all  the  while  straining 
their  eyes  to  catch  the  first  glimpse  of  the  rider.  As  soon 
as  he  appeared,  looking  like  a  black  speck  on  the  white 
road,  they  waved  their  handkerchiefs,  and  he  at  once  put 
his  horse  at  a  gallop,  and  came  up  like  a  whirlwind, 
frightening  his  mother  and  Aunt  Lison,  and  making  his 
grandfather  exclaim,  "Bravo!"  in  the  admiration  of  im- 
potent old  age. 

Although  Paul  was  a  head  taller  than  his  mother,  she 
always  treated  him  as  if  he  were  a  child  and  still  asked  him, 
as  in  former  years  :  "  Your  feet  are  not  cold,  are  they, 
Poulet  ? "  If  he  went  out  of  doors,  after  lunch,  to  smoke  a 
cigarette,  she  opened  the  window  to  cry :  "Oh,  don't  go  out 
without  a  hat,  you  will  catch  cold  in  your  head ;  "  and 
when,  at  night,  he  mounted  his  horse  to  return,  she  could 
hardly  contain  herself  for  nervousness,  and  entreated  her 
son  not  to  be  reckless. 

"  Do  not  ride  too  quickly,  Poulet,  dear,"  she  would  say. 
"  Think  of  your  poor  mother,  who  would  go  mad  if  any- 
thing happened  to  you,  and  be  careful." 

One  Saturday  morning  she  received  a  letter  from  Paul  to 
say  he  should  not  come  to  Les  Peuples  as  usual,  the  follow- 
ing day,  as  he  had  been  invited  to  a  party  some  of  his 
college  friends  had  got  up.  The  whole  of  Sunday  Jeanne 
was  tortured  by  a  presentiment  of  evil,  and  when  Thursday 
came,  she  was  unable  lo  bear  her  suspense  any  longer,  and 
went  over  to  Havre. 

Paul  bueuied  changed  though  she  could  hardly  tell  in 
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what  way.  He  seemed  more  spirited,  and  bis  words  and 
tones  were  more  manly. 

"  By  the  way,  mamma,  we  are  going  on  another  excursion 
and  I  sha'n't  come  to  Les  Peuples  next  Sunday,  as  you  have 
come  to  see  me  to-day,"  he  said,  all  at  once,  as  if  it  were  the 
most  natural  thing  in  the  world. 

Jeanne  felt  as  much  surprised  and  stunned  as  if  he  had 
told  her  he  was  going  to  America  ;  then,  when  she  was  again 
able  to  speak : 

"  Oh,  Poulet  : "  she  exclaimed,  "  what  is  the  matter  with 
you  ^    Tell  me  what  is  going  on  ? " 
He  laughed  and  gave  her  a  kiss. 

""Why,  nothing  at  all,  mamma.  I  am  ooly  going  to 
enjoy  myself  with  some  friends,  as  everyone  does  at  my  age." 

She  made  no  reply,  but  when  she  was  alone  in  the 
carriage,  her  head  was  filled  with  new  and  strange  ideas. 
She  had  not  recognised  her  Poulet,  her  little  Poulet,  as  of 
old  ;  she  perceived  for  the  first  time  that  he  was  grown  up, 
that  he  was  no  longer  hers,  that  henceforth  he  was  going  to 
live  his  own  life,  independently  of  the  old  people.  To  her 
he  seemed  to  have  changed  entirely  in  a  day.  "What  ! 
W^as  this  strong,  bearded,  firm-willed  lad  her  son,  her  little 
child  who  used  to  make  her  help  him  plant  his  lettuces  ? 

Paul  only  came  to  Les  Peuples  at  very  long  intervals  for 
the  next  three  months,  and  even  when  he  was  there,  it  was 
only  too  plain  that  he  longed  to  get  away  again  as  soon  as 
possible,  and  that,  each  evening,  he  tried  to  leave  an  hour 
earlier.  Jeanne  imagined  all  sorts  of  things,  while  the 
baron  tried  to  console  her  by  saying  ;  "  There,  let  him  alone 
the  boy  is  twenty  years  old,  you  know." 

One  morning,  a  shabbily  dressed  old  man  who  spoke 
with  a  German  accent  asked  for,  "Matame  la  vicomtesse." 
He  was  shown  in,  and,  after  a  great  many  ceremonious  bows 
pulled  out  a  dirty  pocket-book,  saying  • 
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"  I  have  a  leetle  paper  for  you,"  and  tben  unfolded,  and 
held  out  a  greasy  scrap  of  paper. 

Jeanne  read  it  over  twice,  looked  at  the  Jew,  read  it  over 
again,  then  asked  : 

"  What  does  it  mean  1 " 

"  I  vill  tell  you,"  replied  the  man,  obsequiously.  "  Your 
son  wanted  a  leetle  money,  and,  as  I  knew  what  a  goot 
mother  you  are,  I  lent  him  joost  a  leetle  to  go  on  vith." 

Jeanne  was  trembling.  "  But  why  did  he  not  come  to 
me  for  it  1 " 

The  Jew  entered  into  a  long  explanation  about  a  gambling 
debt  which  had  had  to  be  paid  on  a  certain  morning  before 
mid-day,  that  no  one  would  lend  Paul  anything  as  he  was 
not  yet  of  age,  and  that  his  "  honour  would  have  been  com- 
promised," if  he,  the  Jew,  had  not  "  rendered  this  little  ser- 
vice "  to  the  young  man.  Jeanne  wanted  to  send  for  the 
baron,  but  her  emotion  seemed  to  have  taken  all  the  strength 
from  her  limbs,  and  she  could  not  rise  from  her  seat. 

"  Would  you  be  kind  enough  to  ring  ?  "  she  said  to  the 
monev-lender,  at  last. 

He  feared  some  trick,  and  hesitated  for  a  moment, 

"  If  I  inconvenience  you,  I  vill  call  again,"  he  stammered. 

She  answered  him  by  a  shake  of  the  head,  and  when  he 
had  rung  they  waited  in  silence  for  the  baron.  The  latter 
at  once  understood  it  all.  The  bill  was  for  fifteen  hundred 
francs.    He  paid  the  Jew  a  thousand,  saying  to  him  : 

"  Don't  let  me  see  you  here  again,"  and  the  man  thanked 
him,  bowed,  and  went  away. 

Jeanne  and  the  baron  at  once  went  over  to  Havre,  but 
when  they  arrived  at  the  college  they  learnt  that  Paul  had 
not  been  there  for  a  month.  The  principal  had  received 
four  letters,  apparently  from  Jeanne,  the  first  telling  him 
that  his  pupil  was  ill,  the  others  to  say  how  he  was  getting 
on,  and  each  letter  was  accompanied  by  a  doctor's  certificate  : 
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of  course  they  were  all  forged.  Jeanne  and  her  father 
looked  at  each  other  in  dismay  when  they  heard  this  news, 
and  the  principal  feeling  very  sorry  for  them  took  them  to 
a  magistrate  that  the  police  might  be  set  to  find  the  young 
man. 

Jeanne  and  the  baron  slept  at  an  hotel  that  night,  and 
the  next  day  Paul  was  discovered  at  the  house  of  a  fast 
woman.  His  mother  and  grandfather  took  him  back  with 
them  to  Les  Peuples  and  the  whole  of  the  way  not  a  word 
was  exchanged.  Jeanne  hid  her  face  in  her  handkerchief 
and  cried,  and  Paul  looked  out  of  the  window  with  an  air  of 
indifference. 

Before  the  end  of  the  week  they  found  out  that,  during 
the  last  three  months,  Paul  had  contracted  debts  to  the 
amount  of  fifteen  thousand  francs,  but  the  creditors  had  not 
gone  to  his  relations  about  the  money,  because  they  knew 
the  boy  would  soon  be  of  age.  Poulet  was  asked  for  no  ex- 
planation and  received  no  reproof,  as  his  relations  hoped  to 
reform  him  by  kindness.  He  was  pampered  and  caressed  in 
every  way ;  the  choicest  dishes  were  prepared  for  him,  and, 
as  it  was  springtime,  a  boat  was  hired  for  him  at  Yport,  in 
spite  of  Jeanne's  nervousness,  that  he  might  go  sailing 
whenever  he  liked  ;  the  only  thing  that  was  denied  him  was 
a  horse,  for  fear  he  should  ride  to  Havre.  He  became  very 
irritable  and  passionate  and  lived  a  perfectly  aimless  life. 
The  baron  grieved  over  his  neglected  studies,  and  even 
Jeanne,  much  as  she  dreaded  to  be  parted  from  him  again, 
began  to  wonder  what  was  to  be  done  with  liim. 

One  evening  he  did  not  come  home.  It  was  found,  on 
inquiry,  that  he  had  gone  out  in  a  boat,  with  two  sailors,  and 
his  distracted  mother* hurried  down  to  Yport,  without  stop- 
ping even  to  put  anything  over  her  head.  On  the  beach 
she  found  a  few  men  awaiting  the  return  of  the  boat,  and 
out  on  the  sea  was  a  little  swaying  light,  which  was  drawin<i- 
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nearer  and  nearer  to  the  shore.  The  boat  came  in  but 
Paul  was  not  on  board ;  he  had  ordered  the  men  to  take 
him  to  Havre,  and  had  landed  there. 

The  police  sought  him  in  vain ;  he  was  nowhere  to  be 
found,  and  the  woman  who  had  hidden  him  once  before  had 
sold  all  her  furniture,  paid  her  rent,  and  disappeared  also, 
without  leaving  any  trace  behind  her.  In  Paul's  room  at 
Les  Peuples  two  letters  were  found  from  this  creature  (who 
seemed  madly  in  love  with  him)  saying  that  she  had  obtained 
the  necessary  money  for  a  journey  to  England.  The  three 
inmates  of  the  chateau  lived  ou,  gloomy  and  despairing, 
through  all  this  mental  torture.  Jeanne's  hair,  which  had 
been  grey  before,  was  now  quite  white,  and  she  sometimes 
asked  herself  what  she  could  have  done,  that  Fate  should  so 
mercilessly  pursue  her.  One  day  she  received  the  following 
letter  from  the  Abb6  Tolbiac  : 

"  Madame — The  hand  of  God  has  been  laid  heavily  upon 
you.  You  refused  to  give  your  son  to  Him,  and  He  has 
delivered  him  over  to  a  prostitute  ;  will  you  not  profit  by 
this  lesson  from  Heaven  1  God's  mercy  is  infinite,  and  per- 
haps He  will  pardon  you  if  you  throw  yourself  at  His  feet. 
I  am  His  humble  servant,  and  I  will  open  His  door  to  you 
when  you  come  and  knock." 

Jeanne  sat  for  a  long  time  with  this  letter  lying  open  on 
her  knees.  Perhaps,  after  all,  the  priest's  words  were  true ; 
and  all  her  religious  doubts  and  uncertainties  returned  to 
harass  her  mind.  Was  it  possible  that  God  could  be  vindic- 
tive and  jealous  like  men  1,  But  if  He  were  not  jealous.  He 
would  no  longer  be  feared  and  loved,  and,  no  doubt,  it  was 
that  we  might  the  better  know  Him,  that  He  manifested 
Himself  to  men,  as  influenced  by  the  same  feelings  as  them- 
selves.   Then  she  felt  tlie  fear,  the  cowardly  dread,  which 
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urges  those  who  hesitate  and  doubt  to  seek  the  safety  of  the 
Church,  and  one  evening,  when  it  was  dark,  she  stealthily 
ran  to  the  vicarage,  and  knelt  at  the  foot  of  the  fragile- 
looking  priest  to  solicit  absolution.  He  only  promised  her 
a  semi-pardon,  as  God  could  not  shower  all  His  favours  on  a 
house  which  slieltered  such  a  man  as  the  baron.  "  Still  you 
will  soon  receive  a  proof  of  the  Divine  mercy,"  said  the 
priest. 

Two  days  later,  Jeanne  did  indeed  receive  a  letter  from 
her  son,  and  in  the  excess  of  her  grief,  she  looked  upon  it  as 
the  forerunner  of  the  consolation  promised  by  the  abb^. 
The  letter  ran  thus  : 

"  Mt  Dear  Mother — Do  not  be  uneasy  about  me.  I  am  at 
London,  and  in  good  health,  but  in  great  need  of  money.  We 
have  not  a  sou, and  some  days  we  have  to  go  without  anything 
to  eat.  She  who  is  with  me,  and  whom  I  love  with  all  my 
heart,  has  spent  all  she  had  (some  five  thousand  francs)  that 
she  might  remain  with  me,  and  you  will,  of  course,  under- 
stand that  I  am  bound  in  honour  to  discharge  my  debt  to 
her  at  the  very  first  opportunity.  I  shall  soon  be  of  age, 
but  it  would  be  very  good  of  you  if  you  would  advance  me 
fifteen  thousand  francs  of  what  I  inherit  from  papa ;  it 
would  relieve  me  from  great  embarrassments. 

"  Goodbye,  mother  dear ;  I  hope  soon  to  see  you  again, 
but  in  the  meantime,  I  send  much  love  to  grandfather. 
Aunt  Lison  and  yourself, — Your  son, 

"VicoMTE  Paul  de  Lamare." 

Then  he  had  not  forgotten  her,  for  he  h.ad  written  to  licr  ! 
She  did  not  stop  to  think  that  it  was  simply  to  ask  her  for 
money  ;  he  had  not  any  and  some  should  be  sent  him  ;  what 
did  money  matter  1    Hu  had  written  to  her  ! 

She  ran  to  show  the  letter  to  the  bai-oii,  the  tears  stream- 
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ing  from  her  eyes.  Auut  Lison  was  called,  and,  word  by 
word,  they  read  over  this  letter  which  spoke  of  their  loved 
one,  and  lingered  over  every  sentence.  Jeanne,  transported 
from  the  deepest  despair  to  a  kind  of  intoxication  of  hope, 
began  to  take  Paul's  part. 

"Now  he  has  written,  he  will  come  back,"  she  said.  I 
am  sure  he  will  come  back." 

"  Still  he  left  us  for  this  creature,"  said  the  baron,  who 
was  calm  enough  to  reason ;  "  and  he  must  love  her  better 
than  he  does  us,  since  he  did  not  hesitate  in  his  choice  be- 
tween her  and  his  home." 

The  words  sent  a  pang  of  anguish  through  Jeanne's 
heart,  and  within  her  sprang  up  the  fierce,  deadly  hatred  of 
a  jealous  mother  against  the  woman  who  had  robbed  her  of 
her  son.  Until  then  her  every  thought  had  been  for  Paul, 
and  she  had  hardly  realised  that  this  creature  was  the  cause 
of  all  his  errors ;  but  the  bai'on's  argument  had  suddenly 
brought  this  rival  who  possessed  such  fatal  influence  vividly 
to  her  mind,  and  she  felt  that  between  this  woman  and  her- 
self, there  must  be  a  determined,  bitter  warfare.  With  that 
thought  came  another  one  as  terrible — that  she  would  rather 
lose  her  son  than  share  him  with  this  other  ;  and  all  her  joy 
and  delight  vanished. 

The  fifteen  thousand  francs  were  sent,  and  for  five 
months  nothing  more  was  heard  of  Paul.  At  the  end  of  that 
time  a  lawyer  came  to  the  chateau  to  see  about  his  inheritance. 
Jeanne  and  the  baron  acceded  to  all  his  demands  without 
any  dispute,  even  giving  up  the  money  to  which  the  mother 
had  a  right  for  her  life-time,  and  when  he  returned  to  Paris^ 
Paul  found  himself  the  possessor  of  a  hundred  and  twenty 
thousand  francs.  During  the  next  six  months  only  four  short 
letters  were  received  from  him,  giving  news  of  his  doings  in  a 
few,  concise  sentences,  and  ouJing  with  formal  protestations 
of  affection. 
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"  I  am  not  idle,"  he  said.  "I  have  obtained  a  post  in  con- 
nection with  the  Stock  Exchange,  and  I  hope  some  day  to 
see  my  dear  relations  at  Les  Peuples." 

He  never  mentioned  his  mistress,  but  his  silence  was 
more  significant  than  if  he  had  written  four  pages  about 
her;  and,  in  these  icy  letters,  Jeanne  could  perceive  the  in- 
fluence of  this  unknown  woman  who  was,  by  instinct,  the 
implacable  enemy  of  every  mother. 

Ponder  as  they  would,  the  three  lonely  beings  at  the 
chateau  could  think  of  no  means  by  which  they  might 
rescue  Paul  from  his  present  life.  They  would  have  gone  to 
Paris,  but  they  knew  that  would  be  no  good. 

"  We  must  let  his  passion  wear  itself  out,"  said  the  baron  ; 
*'  sooner  or  later  be  will  return  to  us  of  his  own  accord."  And 
the  mournful  days  dragged  on. 

Jeanne  and  Lison  got  into  the  habit  of  going  to  church 
together  without  letting  the  baron  know ;  and  a  long  time 
passed  without  any  news  from  Paul.  Then,  one  morning 
they  received  a  desperate  letter  which  terrified  them. 

"  My  Dear  Mother. — I  am  lost ;  I  shall  have  no 
resource  left  but  to  blow  out  my  brains  if  you  do  not  help 
me.  A  speculation  which  held  out  every  hope  of  success 
has  turned  the  wrong  way,  and  I  owe  eighty-five  thousand 
francs.  It  means  dishonour,  ruin,  the  destruction  of  all  my 
future  if  I  do  not  pay,  and,  I  say  again,  rather  than  survive 
the  disgrace,  I  will  blow  my  brains  out.  I  should,  perhaps, 
have  done  so  already,  had  it  not  been  for  the  brave  and 
hopeful  words  of  a  woman,  whose  name  I  never  mention  to 
you,  but  who  is  the  good  genius  of  my  life. 

"  I  send  yon  my  very  best  love,  dear  mother.  Good-bye 
perhaps  for  ever. 

"Paul." 

Enclosed  in  the  letter  was  a  bundle  of  business-pajjers 
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giving  the  details  of  this  unfortunate  speculation.  The 
baron  answered  by  return  post  that  they  would  help  as 
much  as  they  could.  Then  he  went  to  Havre  to  get  legal 
advice,  mortgaged  some  property  and  forwarded  the  money 
to  Paul.  The  young  man  wrote  back  three  letters  full  of 
hearty  thanks,  and  said  they  might  expect  him  almost 
immediately.  But  he  did  not  come,  and  another  year 
passed  away. 

Jeanne  and  the  baron  were  on  the  point  of  starting  for 
Paris,  to  find  him  and  make  one  last  effort  to  persuade  him  to 
return,  when  they  received  a  few  lines  saying  he  was  again 
in  London,  starting  a  steamboat  company  which  was  to 
trade  under  the  name  of  '*  Paul  Delamare  &  Co."  "  I  am 
sure  to  get  a  living  out  of  it,"  he  wrote,  "  and  perhaps  it  will 
make  my  fortune.  At  any  rate  I  risk  nothing,  and  you 
must  at  once  see  the  advantages  of  the  scheme.  When  I 
see  you  again,  I  shall  be  well  up  in  the  world;  there  is 
nothing  like  trade  for  making  money,  nowadays." 

Three  months  later,  the  company  went  into  liquida- 
tion, and  the  manager  was  prosecuted  for  falsifying 
the  books.  When  the  news  reached  Les  Peuples,  Jeanne 
had  a  hysterical  fit  which  lasted  several  hours.  The  baron 
went  to  Havre,  made  every  enquiry,  saw  lawyers  and 
attorneys,  and  found  that  the  Delamare  Company  had  failed 
for  two  hundred  and  thirty-five  thousand  francs.  He  again 
mortgaged  his  property,  and  borrowed  a  large  sum  on  Les 
Peuples  and  the  two  adjoining  farms.  One  evening  he  was 
going  through  some  final  formalities  in  a  lawyer's  office, 
when  he  suddenly  fell  to  the  ground  in  an  apoplectic  fit.  A 
mounted  messenger  was  at  once  despatched  to  Jeanne  but 
her  father  died  before  she  could  arrive.  The  shock  was  so 
great  that  it  seemed  to  stun  Jeanne  and  she  could  not 
realise  her  loss.  The  body  was  taken  back  to  Les  Peuples, 
but  the  Abb6  Tolbiac  refused  to  allow  it  to  be  interred 
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with  any  sacred  rites,  in  spite  of  all  the  entreaties  of  the  two 
women,  so  the  burial  took  place  at  night  without  any 
ceremony  whatever.  Then  Jeanne  fell  into  a  state  of  such 
utter  depression  that  she  took  no  interest  in  anything,  and 
seemed  unable  to  comprehend  the  simplest  things. 

Paul,  who  was  still  in  hiding  in  England,  heard  of  his 
grandfather's  death  through  the  liquidators  of  the  company, 
and  wrote  to  say  he  should  have  come  before,  but  lie  had 
only  just  heard  the  sad  news.  He  concluded — "  Now  you 
have  rescued  me  from  my  difficulties,  mother  dear,  I  shall 
return  to  France,  and  shall  at  once  come  to  see  you." 

Towards  the  end  of  that  winter  Aunt  Lison,  who  was  now 
sixty-eight,  had  a  severe  attack  of  bronchitis.  It  turned  to 
inflammation  of  the  lungs,  and  the  old  maid  quietly  ex- 
pired. 

"  I  will  ask  the  good  God  to  take  pity  on  you,  my  poor 
little  Jeanne,"  were  the  last  words  she  uttered. 

Jeanne  followed  her  to  the  grave,  saw  the  earth  fall  on 
the  coffin,  and  then  sank  to  the  ground,  longing  for  death 
to  take  her  also  that  she  might  cease  to  think  and  to  suflfer. 
As  she  fell '  a  big,  strong  peasant-woman  caught  her  in  her 
arms  and  carried  her  away  as  if  she  had  been  a  child ;  she 
took  her  back  to  the  chateau,  and  Jeanne  let  herself  be  put 
to  bed  by  this  stranger,  who  handled  her  so  tenderly  and 
firmly,  and  at  once  fell  asleep,  for  she  had  spent  the  last 
five  nights  watching  beside  the  old  maid,  and  she  was 
thoroughly  exhausted  by  sorrow  and  fatigue.  It  was  the 
middle  of  the  night  when  she  again  opened  her  eyes.  A 
night-lamp  was  burning  on  the  mantelpiece,  and,  in  the  arm- 
chair, lay  a  woman  asleep.  Jeanne  did  not  know  who  it 
was,  and,  leaning  over  the  side  of  the  bed,  she  tried  to  make 
out  her  features  by  the  glimmering  light  of  the  night-lamp. 
Slic  fancied  she  had  seen  this  face  before,  but  she  could  not 
remember  when  or  where. 
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The  woman  was  quietly  sleeping,  her  head  drooping  on 
one  shoulder,  her  cap  lying  on  the  ground  and  her  big  hands 
hanging  on  each  side  of  the  arm-chair.  She  was  a 
strong,  square-built  peasant  of  about  forty  or  forty-five, 
with  a  red  face  and  hair  that  was  turning  grey.  Jeanne 
was  sure  she  had  seen  her  before,  but  she  had  not  the  least 
idea  whether  it  was  a  long  time  ago  or  quite  recently,  and 
it  worried  her  to  find  she  could  not  remember.  She  softly 
got  out  of  bed,  and  went  on  tip-toe  to  see  the  sleeping 
woman  nearer.  She  recognised  her  as  the  peasant  who  had 
caught  her  in  her  arms  in  the  cemetery,  and  had  afterwards 
put  her  to  bed ;  but  surely  she  had  known  her  in  former 
times,  under  other  circumstances.  And  yet  perhaps  the 
face  was  only  familiar  to  her,  because  she  had  seen  it  that 
day  in  the  cemetery.  Still  how  was  it  that  the  woman  was 
sleeping  here  1 

Just  then  the  stranger  opened  her  eyes  and  saw  Jeanne 
standing  beside  her.  She  started  up,  and  they  stood  face 
to  face,  so  close  together  that  they  touched  each  other 

"  How  is  it  that  you're  out  of  bed'? "  said  the  peasant; 
"you'll  make  yourself  ill,  getting  up  at  this  time  of 
night.    Go  back  to  bed  again." 

"  Who  are  you  1 "  asked  Jeanne. 

The  woman  made  no  answer  but  picked  Jeanne  up  and 
carried  her  back  to  bed  as  easily  as  if  she  had  been  a  baby. 
She  gently  laid  her  down,  and,  as  she  bent  over  her,  she 
suddenly  began  to  cover  her  cheeks,  her  hair,  her  eyes  with 
violent  kisses,  while  the  tears  streamed  from  her  eyes. 

"  My  poor  mistress  !  Mam'zelle  Jeanne,  my  poor  mistress  ! 
Don't  you  know  me  1 "  she  sobbed. 

"  Rosalie,  my  lass  ! "  cried  Jeanne,  throwing  her  arms 
round  the  woman's  neck  and  kissing  her;  and,  clasped  in 
each  other's  arms  they  mingled  their  tears  and  sobs 
together. 
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Rosalie  dried  her  eyes  the  first.  "Come  now,"  she  said, 
"  you  must  be  good  and  not  catch  cold." 

She  picked  up  the  clothes,  tucked  up  the  bed  and  put  the 
pillow  back  under  the  head  of  her  former  mistress  who  lay 
choking  with  emotion  as  the  memories  of  days  that  were  past 
and  gone  rushed  back  to  her  mind. 

"  How  is  it  you  have  come  back,  my  poor  girl  1 "  she  asked. 

"  Do  you  think  I  was  going  to  leave  you  to  live  all  alone 
now  1 "  answered  Rosalie. 

"  Light  a  candle  and  let  me  look  at  you,"  went  on  Jeanne. 

Rosalie  placed  a  light  on  the  table  by  the  bedside,  and 
for  a  long  time  they  gazed  at  each  other  in  silence. 

"  I  should  never  have  known  you  again,"  murmured  Jeanne, 
holding  out  her  hand  to  her  old  servant.  "  You  have  altered 
very  much,  though  not  so  much  as  I  have." 

"  Yes,  you  have  changed,  Madame  Jeanne,  and  more  than 
you  ought  to  have  done,"  answered  Rosalie,  as  she  looked  at 
this  thin,  faded,  white-haired  woman,  whom  she  had  left 
young  and  beautiful ;  "  but  you  must  remember  it's  twenty- 
four  years  since  we  have  seen  one  another." 

"  Well,  have  you  been  happy  ? "  asked  Jeanne  after  a  long 
pause. 

"  Oh  yes — yes,  madame,  I  haven't  had  much  to  grumble 
at ;  I've  been  happier  than  you — that's  certain.  The  only 
thing  that  I've  always  regretted  is  that  I  didn't  stop  here — " 
She  broke  off  abruptly,  finding  she  had  unthinkingly  touched 
upon  the  very  subject  she  wished  to  avoid. 

"Well  you  know,  Rosalie,  one  cannot  have  everything  one 
wants,"  replied  Jeanne  gently,  "  and  now  you  too  are  a  widow, 
are  you  not?"  Then  her  voice  trembled,  as  she  wont  on,  "  Have 
you  any — any  other  children  ]  " 

"  No,  madame." 

"  And  what  is  your — your  son  ]  Are  you  satisfied  with 
him?" 


A  WOMAN'S  LIFE. 


213 


"  Yes,  madame ;  he's  a  good  lad,  and  a  hard-working  one. 
He  married  about  six  months  ago,  and  he  is  going  to  have 
the  farm  now  I  have  come  back  to  you." 

"  Then  you  will  not  leave  me  again  ?  "  murmured  Jeanne. 

"  No  fear,  madame,"  answered  Rosalie  in  a  rough  tone. 
"  I've  arranged  all  about  that." 

And  for  some  time  nothing  more  was  said. 

Jeanne  could  not  help  comparing  Rosalie's  life  with  her 
own,  but  she  had  become  quite  resigned  to  the  cruelty  and 
injustice  of  Fate,  and  she  felt  no  bitterness  as  she  thought  of 
the  difiference  between  her  maid's  peaceful  existence  and 
her  own. 

"  Was  your  husband  kind  to  you  1 " 

"  Oh  yes,  madame  ;  he  was  a  good  industrious  fellow,  and 
managed  to  put  by  a  good  deal.    He  died  of  consumption." 

Jeanne  sat  up  in  bed.  "  Tell  me  all  about  your  life,  and 
everything  that  has  happened  to  you,"  she  said.  "  I  feel  as 
if  it  would  do  me  good  to  hear  it." 

Rosalie  drew  up  a  chair,  sat  down,  and  began  to  talk  aboi;t 
herself,  her  house,  her  friends,  entering  into  all  the  little  de- 
tails in  which  country  people  delight,  laughing,  sometimes 
over  things  which  made  her  think  of  the  happy  times  that 
were  over,  and  gradually  raising  her  voice  as  she  went  on, 
like  a  woman  accustomed  to  command,  she  wound  up  by 
saying  : 

"  Oh,  I'm  well  off  now ;  I  needn't  be  afraid  of  anything. 
But  I  owe  it  all  to  you,"  she  added  in  a  lower  faltering  voice  ; 
"  and  now  I've  come  back  I'm  not  going  to  take  any  wages. 
No !  I  won't !  So,  if  you  don't  choose  to  have  me  on  those 
terms,  I  shall  go  away  again." 

"  But  you  do  not  mean  to  serve  me  for  nothing  ? "  said 
Jeanne. 

"  Yes  I  do,  madame.  Money  !  You  give  me  money  !  Why 
I've  almost  as  much  as  you  have  yourself.    Do  you  know  how 
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much  you  will  have  after  all  these  loans  and  mortgages  have 
been  cleared  off,  and  you  have  paid  all  the  interest  you  have 
let  run  on  and  increase  ?  You  don't  know,  do  you  ?  Well  then, 
let  me  tell  you  that  you  haven't  ten  thousand  livres  a  year  ; 
not  ten  thousand.  But  I'm  going  to  put  everything  straight, 
and  pretty  soon  too." 

She  had  again  raised  her  voice,  for  the  thought  of  the  ruin 
which  hung  over  the  house,  and  the  way  in  which  the  interest 
money  had  been  neglected  and  allowed  to  accumulate  roused 
her  anger  and  indignation.  A  faint  sad  smile  which  passed 
over  her  mistress'  face  angered  her  still  more  and  she  cried  : 

"  You  ought  not  to  laugh  at  it,  madame.  People  are  good 
for  nothing  without  money." 

Jeanne  took  both  the  servant's  hands  in  hers. 

"  I  have  never  had  any  luck,"  she  said  slowly,  as  if  she 
could  think  of  nothing  else.  "Everything  has  gone  the 
wrong  way  with  me.  My  whole  life  has  been  ruined  by  a 
cruel  Fate." 

"  You  must  not  talk  like  that,  madame,"  said  Rosalie, 
shaking  her  head.  "  You  made  an  unhappy  marriage,  that's 
all.  But  people  oughtn't  to  marry  before  they  know  any- 
thing about  their  future  husbands." 

They  went  on  talking  about  themselves  and  their  past 
lives  like  two  old  friends,  and  when  the  day  dawned  they 
had  not  yet  told  all  they  had  to  say. 
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In  less  than  a  week  Rosalie  had  everything  and  every- 
body in  the  chateau  under  her  control,  and  even  Jeanne 
yielded  a  passive  obedience  to  the  servant  who  scolded  her 
or  soothed  her  as  if  she  had  been  a  sick  child.  She  was  very 
weak  now,  and  her  legs  dragged  along  as  the  baroness's 
used  to  do ;  the  maid  supported  her  when  she  went  out  and 
their  conversation  was  always  about  bygone  times  of 
which  Jeanne  talked  with  tears  in  her  eyes,  and  Rosalie  in 
the  calm  quiet  way  of  an  impassive  peasant. 

The  old  servant  returned  several  times  to  the  question  of 
the  interest  that  was  owing,  and  demanded  the  papers  which 
Jeanne,  ignorant  of  all  business  matters,  had  hidden  away 
that  Rosalie  might  not  know  of  Paul's  misdoings.  Next 
Rosalie  went  over  to  Fecamp  each  day  for  a  week  to  get 
everything  explained  to  her  by  a  lawyer  whom  she  knew ; 
then  one  evening  after  she  had  put  her  mistress  to  bed  she 
sat  down  beside  her  and  said  abruptly  : 

"  Now  you're  in  bed,  madame,  we  will  have  a  little 
talk." 

She  told  Jeanne  exactly  how  mattei's  stood,  and  that 
when  every  claim  had  been  settled  she,  Jeanne,  would  have 
about  seven  or  eight  thousand  francs  a  year ;  not  a  penny 
more. 

"  Well,  Rosalie*^  answered  Jeanne.    "  T  know  I  shall  not 
live  to  be  very  old,  and  I  shall  have  enough  until  I  die." 
"  Very  likely  you  will,  madame,"  replied  Rosalie,  getting 
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angry  ;  "  but  how  about  M.  Paul  ?  Don't  you  mean  to  leave 
liim  anything? " 

Jeanne  shuddered.  "  Pray  don't  ever  speak  to  me  about 
him  ;  I  cannot  hear  to  think  of  him." 

"  Yes,  but  I  want  to  talk  to  you  about  him,  because  you 
don't  look  at  things  in  the  right  light,  Madame  Jeanne. 
He  may  be  doing  all  sorts  of  foolish  things  now,  but  he 
won't  always  behave  the  same.  He'll  marry  and  then  he'll 
want  money  to  educate  his  children  and  to  bring  them  up 
properly.  Now  listen  to  what  I  am  going  to  say ;  you 
must  sell  Les  Peuples — " 

But  Jeanne  started  up  in  bed. 

"  Sell  Les  Peuples  !  How  can  you  think  of  such  a  thing  ? 
No  !    I  will  never  sell  the  chateau  !  " 

Rosalie  was  not  in  the  least  put  out. 

"  But  I  say  you  will,  madame,  simply  because  you  must." 

Then  she  explained  her  plans  and  her  calculations.  She 
had  already  found  a  purchaser  for  Les  Peuples  and  the  two 
adjoining  farms,  and  when  they  had  been  sold  Jeanne  would 
still  have  four  farms  at  Saint-Leonard,  which,  freed  from 
the  mortgages,  would  bring  in  about  eight  thousand  three 
hundred  francs  a  year.  Out  of  this  income  thirteen  hundred 
francs  would  have  to  go  for  the  keeping  up  and  repairing 
of  the  property  ;  two  thousand  would  be  put  by  for 
unforeseen  expenses  and  Jeanne  would  have  five  thousand 
francs  to  live  upon. 

"  Everything  else  is  gone,  so  there's  an  end  of  it," 
said  Rosalie.  "  But,  in  future,  I  shall  keep  the  money, 
and  M.  Paul  sha'nt  have  another  penny  off  you.  He'd  take 
your  last  farthing." 

"  But  if  he  has  not  anything  to  eat  1 "  murmured  Jeanne; 
who  was  quietly  weeping. 

"  He  can  corae  to  us  if  he's  hungry  ;  there'll  always  be 
victuals  and  a  bed  for  him.    He'd  never  have  u(jt  into 
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trouble  if  you  hadn't  given  him  any  money  the  first  time 
he  asked  for  some." 

"  Bat  he  was  in  debt,  he  would  have  been  dishonoured." 

"And  don't  you  think  he'll  get  into  debt  just  the  same 
when  you've  no  more  money  to  give  him  1  You  have  paid 
his  debts  up  to  now,  so  well  and  good  ;  but  you  won't  pay 
any  more,  I  can  tell  you.    And  now,  good-night,  madame." 

And  away  she  went. 

The  idea  of  selling  Les  Peiiples  and  leaving  the  house 
where  she  had  passed  all  her  life  threw  Jeanne  into  a  state 
of  extreme  agitation,  and  she  lay  awake  the  whole  night. 
"I  shall  never  be  able  to  go  away  from  here,"  she  said 
when  Rosalie  came  into  the  room  the  next  morning. 

"  You'll  have  to,  all  the  same,  madame,"  answered  the 
maid  with  rising  temper.  "  The  lawyer  is  coming  presently 
with  the  man  who  wants  to  buy  the  chateau,  and,  if  you 
don't  sell  it,  you  won't  have  a  blade  of  grass  to  call  your 
own  in  four  years'  time." 

"  Oh,  I  cannot !  I  cannot ! "  moaned  Jeanne. 

But  an  hour  afterwards  came  a  letter  from  Paul  asking 
for  ten  thousand  francs.  What  was  to  be  done  1  Jeanne 
did  not  know,  and,  in  her  distress,  she  consulted  Eosalie 
who  shrugged  her  shoulders,  and  observed, 

"  What  did  I  tell  you,  madame  1  Oh,  you'd  both  of  you 
have  been  in  a  nice  muddle  if  I  hadn't  come  back." 

Then,  by  her  advice,  Jeanne  wrote  back : 

"  Mt  Dear  Son — I  cannot  help  you  any  more ;  you  have 
ruined  me,  and  I  am  even  obliged  to  sell  Les  Peuples.  But 
I  shall  always  have  a  home  for  you  when  ever  you  chose  to 
return  to  your  poor  old  mother  who  has  suffered  so  cruelly 
through  you.  Jeanne." 

The  lawyer  came  with  M.  JeofFiin,  who  was  a  retired 


218 


A  WOMAN'S  LIFE. 


sugar-baker,  and  Jeanne  herself  received  them,  and  invited 
them  to  go  all  over  the  house  and  grounds.  Then,  a  month 
after  this  visit,  she  signed  the  deed  of  sale,  and  bought,  at 
the  same  time,  a  little  villa  in  the  hamlet  of  Batteville, 
standing  on  the  Montivilliers  high-road,  near  Goderville. 

After  she  had  signed  the  deeds  she  went  out  to  the 
baroness's  avenue,  and  walked  up  and  down,  heart-broken 
and  miserable  while  she  bade  tearful,  despairing  farewells  to 
the  trees,  the  worm-eaten  bench  under  the  plane-tree,  the 
wood,  the  old  elm-trunk,  against  which  she  had  leant  so 
many  times,  and  the  hillock,  where  she  had  so  often  sat,  and 
whence  she  had  watched  the  Comte  de  Fourville  running  to- 
wards the  sea  on  the  awful  day  of  Julien's  death.  She 
stayed  out  until  the  evening,  and  at  last  Kosalie  went  to 
look  for  her  and  brought  her  in.  A  tall  peasant  of  about 
twenty-five  was  waiting  at  the  door.  He  greeted  Jeanne  in 
a  friendly  way,  as  if  he  had  known  her  a  long  while  : 

"  Good  day,  Madame  Jeanne,  how  are  you  ]  Mother  told 
me  I  was  to  come  and  help  with  the  moving,  and  I  wanted 
to  know  what  you  meant  to  take  with  you,  so  that  I  could 
move  it  a  little  at  a  time  without  it  hindering  the  farm-work." 

He  was  Rosalie's  son — Julien's  son  and  Paul's  brother. 
Jeanne's  heart  almost  stood  still  as  she  looked  at  him,  and 
yet  she  would  have  liked  to  kiss  the  young  fellow.  She 
gazed  at  him,  trying  to  find  any  likeness  to  her  husband  or 
her  son.  He  was  robust  and  ruddy-cheeked  and  had  his 
mother's  fair  hair  and  blue  eyes,  but  there  M'as  something 
in  his  face  which  reminded  Joanne  of  Julien,  though  she 
could  not  discover  where  the  resemblance  lay. 

"  I  should  be  very  much  obliged  if  you  could  show  me  the 
things  now,"  continued  the  lad. 

But  she  did  not  know  herself  yet  wiiat  she  should  be 
able  to  take,  her  new  house  was  so  small,  and  she  asked 
him  to  come  again  in  a  week's  time. 
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For  some  time  tlie  removal  occupied  Jeanne's  thonglits, 
and  made  a  change,  though  a  sad  one,  in  her  dull,  hopeless 
life.  She  went  from  room  to  room,  seeking  the  pieces  of 
furniture  which  were  associated  in  her  mind  with  various 
events  in  her  life,  for  the  furniture  amongst  which  we  live 
becomes,  in  time,  part  of  our  lives — almost  of  ourselves — 
and,  as  it  gets  old,  and  we  look  at  its  faded  colours,  its 
frayed  coverings,  its  tattered  linings,  we  are  reminded  of  the 
prominent  dates  and  events  of  our  existence  by  these  time- 
worn  objects  which  have  been  the  mute  companions  of  our 
happy  and  of  our  sad  moments  alike. 

As  agitated  as  if  the  decisions  she  were  making  had  been 
of  the  last  importance,  Jeanne  chose,  one  by  one,  the  things 
she  should  take  with  her,  often  hesitating  and  altering  her 
mind  at  every  moment,  as  she  stood  unable  to  decide  the 
respective  merits  of  two  armchairs,  or  of  some  old  escritoire 
and  a  still  older  work-table.  She  opened  and  searched 
every  drawer,  and  tried  to  connect  every  object  with  some- 
thing that  had  happened  in  bygone  days,  and  when  at  last 
she  made  up  her  mind  and  said  ;  "  Yes,  I  shall  take  this," 
the  article  she  had  decided  upon  was  taken  downstairs  and 
put  into  the  dining-i'oom.  She' wished  to  keep  the  whole  of 
her  bed-room  furniture,  the  bed,  the  tapestry,  the  clock — 
everything,  and  she  also  took  a  few  of  the  drawing-room 
chairs,  choosing  those  with  the  designs  she  had  always  liked 
ever  since  she  could  remember — the  fox  and  the  stork,  the 
fox  and  the  crow,  the  ant  and  the  grasshopper,  and  the 
solitary  heron. 

One  day,  as  she  was  wandering  all  over  this  house  she 
should  so  soon  have  to  leave,  Jeanne  went  up  into  the  garret. 
She  was  amazed  when  she  opened  the  door ;  there  lay 
articles  of  furniture  of  every  description,  some  broken, 
others  only  soiled,  others  again  stored  away  simply  because 
fresh  things  had  been  bought  and  put  in  their  places.  She 
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recognised  a  hundred  little  odds  and  ends  which  used  to  be 
downstairs  and  had  disappeared  without  her  noticing  their 
absence — things  of  no  value  which  she  had  often  used,  in- 
signiBcant  little  articles,  which  had  stood  fifteen  years 
beneath  her  eyes  and  had  never  attracted  her  attention,  but 
which  now — suddenly  discovered  in  this  lumber-room,  lying 
side  by  side  with  other  things  older  still  and  which  she 
could  quite  distinctly  remember  seeing  when  she  first 
returned  from  the  convent — became  as  precious  in  her  eyes 
as  if  they  had  been  valued  friends  that  had  been  a  long 
time  absent  from  her.  They  appeared  to  her  under  a  new 
light,  and  as  she  looked  at  them  she  felt  as  she  might  have 
done  if  any  very  reserved  acquaintances  had  suddenly  begun 
to  talk  and  to  reveal  thoughts  and  feelings  she  had  never 
dreamed  they  possessed. 

As  she  went  from  one  thing  to  another,  and  remembered 
little  incidents  in  connection  with  them,  her  heart  felt  as  if 
it  would  break. — "  Why,  this  is  the  china  cup  I  cracked  a 
few  days  before  I  was  married,  and  here  is  mamma's  little 
lantern,  and  the  cane  papa  broke  trying  to  open  the  wooden 
gate  the  rain  had  swollen." 

Besides  all  these  familiar  objects  there  were  a  great  many 
things  she  had  never  seen  before,  which  had  belonged  to 
her  grand-parents  or  her  great  grand-parents.  Covered  with 
dust  they  looked  like  sad,  forsaken  exiles  from  another 
century,  their  history  and  adventures  for  ever  lost,  for  there 
was  no  one  living  now  who  had  known  those  who  had  chosen, 
bought  and  treasured  them,  or  who  had  seen  the  hands 
which  had  so  often  touched  them  or  the  eyes  M'hich  had 
found  such  pleasure  in  loolciug  at  them.  Jeanne  touched 
them,  and  turned  them  about,  lier  fingers  leaving  their 
traces  on  the  thick  dust ;  and  she  stayed  for  a  Ion::,  lonir 
time  amidst  these  old  things,  in  the  garret  which  was 
dimly  lighted  by  a  little  skylight. 
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She  tried  to  find  other  things  with  associations  to  them^ 
and  very  carefully  she  examined  some  three-legged  chairs, 
a  copper  warming-pan,  a  dented  foot-warmer  (which  she 
thought  she  remembered)  and  all  the  other  worn-out  house- 
hold utensils.  Then  she  put  all  the  things  she  thought  she 
should  like  to  take  away  together,  and,  going  downstairs, 
sent  Eosalie  up  to  fetch  them.  The  latter  indignantly 
refused  to  bring  down  "  such  rubbish,"  but  Jeanne,  thougli 
she  hardly  ever  showed  any  will  of  her  own,  now  would 
have  her  own  way  this  time,  and  the  servant  had  to  obey. 

One  morning  young  Denis  Lecoq  (Julien's  son)  came, 
with  his  cart,  to  take  away  the  first  lot  of  things,  and 
Eosalie  went  off  with  him  to  look  after  the  unloading,  and 
to  see  that  the  furniture  was  put  into  the  right  rooms. 

When  she  was  alone  Jeanne  began  to  visit  every  room  in 
the  chateau,  and  to  liiss  in  a  transport  of  passionate  sorrow 
and  regret  everything  that  she  was  forced  to  leave  behind 
her — the  big  white  birds  in  the  drawing-room  tapestry,  the 
old  candlesticks,  anything  and  everything  that  came  in  her 
way.  She  went  from  room  to  room,  half-mad  with  grief, 
and  the  tears  streaming  from  her  eyes,  and,  when  she  had 
gone  all  over  the  house,  she  went  out  to  "  say  good-bye  "  to 
the  sea.  It  was  the  end  of  September,  and  the  dull  yellow- 
ish waves  stretched  away  as  far  as  the  eye  could  reach, 
under  the  lowering  grey  sky  which  hung  over  the  world. 
For  a  long,  long  while,  Jeanne  stood  on  the  cliff,  her  thoughts 
running  on  all  her  sorrows  and  troubles,  and  it  was  not 
till  night  drew  on  that  she  went  indoors.  In  that  day  she 
had  gone  through  as  much  suffering  as  she  had  ever  passed 
through  in  her  greatest  griefs. 

Eosalie  had  returned  enchanted  with  the  new  house, 
"  which  was  much  livelier  than  this  big  barn  of  a  place  that 
was  not  even  on  a  main  road,"  but  her  mistress  wept  the 
whole  evening. 
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Xow  they  kuew  the  chateau  was  sold  the  farmers  showed 
Jeanne  barely  the  respect  that  was  due  to  her,  and,  though 
they  hardly  knew  why,  amongst  themselves  they  always 
spoke  of  her  as  "  that  lunatic."  Perhaps,  with  their  brute- 
like instinct,  they  perceived  her  unhealthy  and  increasing 
sentimentality,  her  morbid  reveries,  and  the  disordered  and 
pitiful  state  of  her  mind  which  so  much  sorrow  and  affiction 
had  unhinged. 

Happening  to  go  through  the  stables  the  day  before  she 
was  to  leave  Les  Peuples,  Jeanne  came  iipon  Massacre, 
whose  existence  she  had  entirely  forgotten.  Long  past  the 
age  at  which  dogs  generally  die,  he  had  become  blind  and 
paralysed,  and  dragged  out  his  life  on  a  bed  of  straw  whither 
Ludivine,  who  never  forgot  him,  brought  him  his  food. 
Jeanne"  took  him  up  in  her  arms,  kissed  him  and  earned 
him  into  the  house ;  he  could  hardly  creep  along,  his  legs 
were  so  stiff,  and  he  barked  like  a  child's  wooden  toy-dog. 

At  length  the  last  day  dawned.  Jeanne  had  passed  the 
night  in  Julien's  old  room,  as  all  the  furniture  had  been 
moved  out  of  hers,  and  when  she  rose  she  felt  as  tired  and 
exhausted  as  if  she  had  just  been  running  a  long  distance. 

In  the  court-yard  stood  the  gig  in  which  Eosalie  and  her 
mistress  were  to  go,  and  a  cart  on  which  the  remainder  of  the 
furniture  and  the  trunks  were  already  loaded.  Ludivine 
and  old  Simon  were  to  stay  at  the  chateau  until  its  new 
owner  arrived,  and  then,  too  old  to  stay  in  service  any  longer, 
they  were  going  to  their  friends  to  live  on  their  savings  and 
the  pensions  Jeanne  had  given  them,  Marius  had  married 
and  left  the  chateau  long  ago. 

About  eight  o'clock  a  fine,  cold  rain,  which  the  wind 
drove  in  slanting  lines,  began  to  fall,  and  the  furniture  on 
the  cart  had  to  be  covered  over  with  tarpaulins.  Some 
steaming  cups  of  coftce  stood  on  the  kitchen-table,  and 
Jeanne  sat  down  and  slowly  drank  hers  up  ;  then,  risinc;; 
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"  Let  us  go,"  she  said. 

She  began  to  put  on  her  hat  and  shawl,  while  Rosalie  put 
on  her  goloshes.  A  great  lump  rose  in  her  throat,  and  she 
whispered : 

"Eosalie,  do  you  remember  how  it  rained  the  day  we  left 
Rouen  to  come  here  1 " 

She  broke  off  abruptly,  pressed  her  hands  to  her  heart, 
and  fell  backwards  in  a  sort  of  fit.  For  more  than  an  hour 
she  lay  as  if  she  were  dead,  then,  when  she  at  length 
recovered  consciousness,  she  went  into  violent  hysterics. 
Gradually  she  became  calmer,  but  this  attack  had  left  her 
so  weak  that  she  could  not  rise  to  her  feet.  Rosalie,  fearincr 
another  attack  if  they  did  not  get  her  away  at  once,  went 
for  her  son,  and  between  them,  they  carried  her  to  the  gig, 
and  placed  her  on  the  leather-covered  seat.  Rosalie  got  up 
beside  her,  wrapped  up  her  legs,  threw  a  thick  cloak  over 
her  shoulders,  then,  opening  an  umbrella  over  her  head, 
cried : 

"  Make  haste,  and  let's  get  off,  Denis." 

The  young  man  climbed  up  by  his  mother,  sat  down  with 
one  leg  right  outside  the  gig,  for  want  of  room,  and  started 
off  his  horse  at  a  quick  jerky  trot  which  shook  the  two 
women  from  side  to  side.  As  they  turned  the  corner  of  the 
village,  they  saw  someone  walking  up  and  down  the  road ; 
it  was  the  Abbe  Tolbiac,  apparently  waiting  to  see  their 
departure.  He  was  holding  up  his  cassock  with  one  hand 
to  keep  it  out  of  the  wet,  regardless  of  showing  his  thin 
legs  which  were  encased  in  black  stockings,  and  his  huge, 
muddy  boots.  When  he  saw  the  carriage  coming  he 
stopped,  and  stood  on  one  side  to  let  it  pass.  Jeanne 
looked  down  to  avoid  meeting  his  eyes,  while  Rosalie,  who 
had  heard  all  about  him,  furiously  muttered  :  "  You  brute, 
you  brute  !  "  and  seizing  her  son's  hand,  "  Give  him  a  cut 
with  the  whip  !  "  she  exclaimed.    The  young  man  did  not 
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do  that,  but  he  urged  on  his  horse  and  then,  just  as  they 
were  passing  the  Abbe,  suddenly  let  the  -wheel  of  the  gig 
drojD  into  a  deep  rut.  There  was  a  splash,  and,  in  an 
inst;int,  the  priest  was  covered  with  mud  from  head  to  foot. 
Eosalie  laughed  all  over  her  face,  and  turning  roimd,  she 
shook  her  fist  at  the  abbe  as  he  stood  wiping  himself  down 
with  his  big  handkerchief. 

"  Oh,  we  have  forgotten  Massacre  ! "  suddenly  cried 
Jeanne.  Denis  pulled  \ip,  gave  Eosalie  the  reins  to  hold, 
and  jumped  down  to  run  and  fetch  the  dog.  Then  in  a  few 
minutes  he  came  back  with  the  big,  shapeless  animal  in  his 
arms  and  placed  him  in  the  gig  between  the  two  women. 
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After  a  two  hours'  drive  the  gig  drew  up  before  a  little 
brick  house,  standing  by  the  high  road  in  the  middle  of  an 
orchard  planted  with  pear-trees.  Four  lattice-work  arbours 
covered  with  honeysuckle  and  clematis  stood  at  the  four 
corners  of  the  garden,  which  was  planted  with  vegetable, 
and  laid  out  in  little  beds  with  narrow  paths  bordered  with 
fruit-trees  running  between  them,  and  both  garden  and 
orchard  were  entirely  surrounded  by  a  thickset  hedge  which 
divided  them  from  a  field  belonging  to  the  next  farm 
About  thirty  yards  lower  down  the  road  was  a  forge,  and 
that  was  the  only  dwelling  within  a  mile.  All  around  lay 
fields  and  plains  with  farms  scattered  here  and  there,  half- 
hidden  by  the  four  double  rows  of  big  trees  which  sur- 
rounded them. 

Jeanne  wanted  to  rest  as  soon  as  they  arrived,  but  Eosalie, 
wishing  to  keep  her  from  thinking,  would  not  let  her  do  so. 
The  carpenter  from  Goderville  had  come  to  help  them  put 
the  place  in  order,  and  they  all  began  to  arrange  the 
furniture  which  was  alx'eady  there  without  waiting  for  the 
last  cart-load  which  was  coming  on.  The  arrangement  of 
the  rooms  took  a  long  time,  for  everyone's  ideas  and  opinions 
had  to  be  consulted,  and  then  the  cart  from  Les  Peuples 
arrived,  and  had  to  be  unloaded  in  the  rain.  When  night 
fell  the  house  was  in  a  state  of  utter  disorder,  and  all  the 
rooms  were  full  of  things  piled  anyhow  one  on  top  of  the 
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other.  Jeanne  was  tired  out  and  fell  asleep  as  soon  as  her 
head  touched  the  pillow. 

The  next  few  days  there  was  so  much  to  do  that  she  had 
no  time  to  fret ;  in  fact,  she  even  found  a  certain  pleasure 
in  making  her  new  home  pretty,  for  all  the  time  she  was 
working  she  thought  that  her  son  would  one  day  come  and 
live  there.  The  tapestry  from  her  bedroom  at  Les  Peuples 
was  hung  in  the  dining-room,  which  was  also  to  serve  as 
drawing-room,  and  Jeanne  took  especial  pains  over  the 
arrangement  of  one  of  the  rooms  on  the  first  floor,  which  in 
her  own  mind  she  had  already  named  '•  Poulet's  room;" 
she  was  to  have  the  other  one  on  that  floor,  and  Rosalie  was 
to  sleep  upstairs  next  to  the  box-room.  The  little  house 
thus  tastefully  arranged,  looked  pretty  when  it  was  all 
finished,  and  at  first  Jeanne  was  pleased  with  it  though  she 
was  haunted  by  a  feeling  that  there  was  something  missing 
though  she  could  not  tell  what. 

One  morning  a  clerk  came  over  from  the  attorney  at 
Fecamp  with  three  thousand  six  hundred  francs,  the  price 
at  which  an  upholsterer  had  valued  the  furniture  left  at  Les 
Peuples.  Jeanne  felt  a  thrill  of  pleasure  as  she  took  the 
money,  for  she  had  not  expected  to  get  so  much,  and  as 
soon  as  the  man  had  gone  she  put  on  her  hat  and  hurried 
off  to  Goderville  to  send  Paul  this  unlooked-for  sum  as 
quickly  as  possible.  But  as  she  was  hastening  along  the 
road  she  met  Rosalie  coming  back  from  market ;  the  maid 
suspected  that  something  had  happened  though  she  did  not 
at  once  guess  the  truth.  She  soon  found  it  out,  however, 
for  Jeanne  could  not  hide  anything  from  her,  and  placing 
her  basket  on  the  ground  to  give  way  to  her  wrath  at  her 
ease,  she  put  her  hands  on  her  hips  and  scolded  Jeanne  at 
the  top  of  her  voice  ;  then  she  took  hold  of  her  mistress 
with  her  right  hand  and  her  basket  with  her  left  and 
walked  on  again  towards  the  house  in  a  gj-eat  passion.  As 
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soon  as  they  were  indoors  Rosalie  ordered  the  money  to  be 
given  into  her  care,  and  Jeanne  gave  it  her  with  the 
exception  of  the  six  hundred  francs  which  she  said  nothing 
about ;  but  this  trick  was  soon  detected  and  Jeanne  had  to 
give  it  all  up.  However,  Rosalie  consented  to  these  odd 
hundreds  being  sent  to  the  young  man,  who  in  a  few  days 
wrote  to  thank  his  mother  for  the  money.  "  It  was  a  most 
welcome  present,  mother  dear,"  he  said,  "  for  we  were  re- 
duced to  utter  want." 

Time  went  on  but  Jeanne  could  not  get  accustomed  to 
her  new  home.  It  seemed  as  if  she  could  not  breathe 
freely  at  Batteville,  and  she  felt  more  alone  and  forsaken 
than  ever.  She  would  often  walk  as  far  as  the  village  of 
Verneuil  and  come  back  through  Trois-Mares,  but  as  soon 
as  she  was  home  she  started  up  to  go  out  again  as  if  she 
had  forgotten  to  go  to  the  very  place  to  which  she  had 
meant  to  walk.  The  same  thing  happened  time  after  time 
and  she  could  not  understand  where  it  was  she  longed  to 
go ;  one  evening,  however,  she  unconsciously  uttered  a 
sentence  which  at  once  revealed  to  her  the  secret  of  her 
restlessness.  "  Oh  !  how  I  long  to  see  the  oceau,"  she  said 
as  she  sat  down  to  dinner. 

The  sea  !  That  was  what  she  missed.  The  sea  with  its 
salt  breezes,  its  never-ceasing  roar,  its  tempests,  its  strong 
odours,  the  sea,  near  which  she  had  lived  for  five  and 
twenty  years,  which  she  had  always  felt  near  her  and  which, 
unconsciously,  she  had  come  to  love  like  a  human  being. 

Massacre,  too,  was  very  uneasy.  The  very  evening  of 
his  arrival  at  the  new  house  he  had  installed  himself  under 
the  kitchen-dresser  and  no  one  could  get  him  to  move  out. 
There  he  lay  all  day  long,  never  stirring,  except  to  turn 
himself  over  with  a  smothered  grunt,  until  it  was  dark ; 
then  he  got  up  and  dragged  himself  towards  the  garden  door 
grazing  himself  against  the  wall  as  he  went.    After  he  had 
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stayed  out  of  doors  a  few  minutes  he  came  in  again  and  sat 
down  before  the  stove  which  was  still  warm,  and  as  soon  as 
Jeanne  and  Rosalie  had  gone  to  bed  he  began  to  howl.  The 
whole  night  long  he  howled,  in  a  pitiful,  deplorable  way, 
sometimes  ceasing  for  an  hour  only  to  recommence  in  a  still 
more  doleful  tone.  A  barrel  was  put  outside  the  house  and 
he  was  tied  up  to  it,  but  he  howled  just  the  same  out  of 
doors  as  in,  and  as  he  was  old  and  almost  dying,  he  was 
brought  back  to  the  kitchen  again. 

It  was  impossible  for  Jeanne  to  sleep,  for  the  whole  night 
she  could  hear  the  old  dog  moaning  and  scratching  as  he 
tried  to  get  used  to  this  new  house  which  he  found  so 
different  from  his  old  home.  Nothing  would  quiet  him ; 
his  eyes  were  dim  and  it  seemed  as  if  the  knowledge  of  his 
infirmity  made  him  keep  still  while  everyone  else  was  awake 
and  downstairs,  and  at  night  he  wandered  restlessly  about 
until  daybreak,  as  if  he  only  dared  to  move  in  the  darkness 
which  makes  all  beings  sightless  for  the  time.  It  was  an 
intense  relief  to  everyone  when  one  morning  he  was  found 
dead. 

Winter  wore  on,  and  Jeanne  gave  way  more  and  more  to 
an  insuperable  hopelessness ;  it  was  no  longer  a  keen,  heart 
rending  grief  that  she  felt  but  a  dull,  gloomy  melancholy. 
There  was  nothing  to  rouse  her  from  it,  no  one  came  to  see 
her,  and  the  road  which  passed  before  her  door  was  almost 
deserted.  Sometimes  a  gig  passed  by  driven  by  a  red-faced 
man  whose  blouse,  blown  out  by  the  wind,  looked  like  a 
blue  balloon,  and  sometimes  a  cart  crawled  past,  oi'  a 
peasant  and  his  wife  could  be  seen  coming  from  the  dis- 
tance, growing  larger  and  larger  as  they  approached  the 
house  and  then  diminishing  again  when  they  had  passed  it, 
till  they  looked  like  two  insects  at  the  end  of  the  long 
white  line  which  stretched  as  far  as  the  eye  could  reach, 
rising  and  falling  witli  the  undulation  of  the  earth.  Wlicu 
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the  grass  again  sprang  up  a  little  girl  passed  the  gate  every 
morning  with  two  thin  cows  which  browsed  along  the  side 
of  the  road,  and  in  the  evening  she  returned,  taking,  as  in 
the  morning,  one  step  every  ten  minutes  as  she  followed 
the  animals. 

Every  night  Jeanne  dreamt  that  she  was  again  at  Les 
Peuples.  She  thought  she  was  there  with  her  father  and 
mother  and  Aunt  Lison  as  in  the  old  times.  Again  she 
accomplished  the  old,  forgotten  duties  and  supported 
Madame  Adelaide  as  she  walked  in  her  avenue ;  and  each 
time  she  awoke  she  burst  into  tears. 

Paul  was  continually  in  her  thoughts  and  she  wondered 
what  he  was  doing,  if  he  were  well  and  if  he  ever  thought 
of  her.  She  revolved  all  these  painful  thoughts  in  her 
mind  as  she  walked  along  the  low-lying  roads  between  the 
farms,  and  what  was  more  torture  to  her  than  anything  else 
was  her  fierce  jealousy  of  the  woman  who  had  deprived  her 
of  her  son.  It  was  this  hatred  alone  which  restrained  her 
from  taking  any  steps  towards  finding  Paul  and  trying  to 
see  him.  She  could  imagine  her  son's  mistress  confronting 
her  at  the  door  and  asking,  "  What  is  your  business  here, 
madame  ^ "  and  her  self-respect  would  not  permit  her  to  run 
th»  risk  of  such  an  encounter.  In  the  haughty  pride  of  a 
chaste  and  spotless  woman,  who  had  never  stooped  to  listen 
to  temptation,  she  became  still  more  bitter  against  the  base 
and  cowardly  actions  to  which  sensual  love  Avill  drive  a  man 
who  is  not  strong  enough  to  throw  off  its  degrading  chains. 
The  whole  of  humanity  seemed  to  her  unclean  as  she 
thought  of  the  obscene  secrets  of  the  senses,  of  the  caresses 
which  debase  as  they  are  given  and  received,  and  of  all  the 
mysteries  which  surround  the  attraction  of  the  sexes. 

Another  spring  and  summer  passed  away,  and  when  the 
autumn  came  again  with  its  rainy  days,  its  dull,  grey  skies, 
its  heavy  clouds,  Jeanne  felt  so  weary  of  the  life  she  was 
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leading  that  she  determined  to  make  a  supreme  attempt  to 
regain  possession  of  her  Poulet.  Surely  the  young  man's 
passion  must  have  cooled  by  this  time,  and  she  wTote  him  a 
touching,  pitiful  letter  : 

"AIt  Dear  Child — I  am  coming  to  entreat  you  to  return 
to  me.  Think  hove  I  am  left,  lonely,  aged  and  ill,  the  whole 
year  with  only  a  servant.  I  am  living  now  in  a  little  house 
by  the  roadside  and  it  is  very  miserable  for  me,  but  if  you 
were  here  everything  would  seem  different.  You  are  all  I 
have  in  the  world,  and  I  have  not  seen  you  for  seven  years. 
You  will  never  know  how  unhappy  I  have  been  and  how  my 
every  thought  was  centred  in  you.  You  were  my  life,  my 
soul,  my  only  hope,  my  only  love,  and  you  are  away  from 
me,  you  have  forsaken  me. 

"  Oh  !  come  back,  my  darling  Poulet,  come  back,  and  let 
me  hold  you  in  my  arms  again  ;  come  back  to  your  old 
mother  who  so  longs  to  see  you.  Jeanne." 

A  few  days  later  came  the  following  reply  : 

"  My  Deak  Mother — I  should  only  be  too  glad  to  come 
and  see  you,  but  I  have  not  a  penny ;  send  me  some  mc*iey 
and  I  -will  come.  I  had  myself  been  thinking  of  coming  to 
speak  to  jow  about  a  plan  which,  if  caiTied  out,  would 
permit  me  to  do  as  you  desire. 

"  I  shall  never  be  able  to  repay  the  disinterested  affection 
of  the  woman  who  has  shared  all  my  troubles,  but  I  can  at 
least  make  a  public  recognition  of  her  faithful  love  and 
devotion.  Her  behaviour  is  all  you  could  desire ;  she  is 
well-educated  and  well-read  and  vou  cannot  imaeine  what 
a  comfort  she  has  been  to  me.  I  should  be  a  brute  if  I  did 
not  make  her  some  recompense,  and  1  ask  your  permission 
to  uiarrj'  her.    Then  we  could  all  li\  e  together  iu  your  new 
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house,  and  you  would  forgive  my  follies.  I  am  convinced 
that  you  would  give  your  consent  at  once,  if  you  knew  her ; 
I  assure  you  she  is  very  lady-like  and  quiet,  and  I  know 
you  would  like  her.  As  for  me,  I  could  not  live  without 
her. 

"  I  shall  await  your  reply  with  every  impatience,  dear 
mother.    We  both  send  jon  miich  love. — Your  son, 

"  VicoMTE  Paul  db  Lamare." 

Jeanne  was  thunderstruck.  As  she  sat  with  the  letter 
on  her  knees,  she  could  see  so  plainly  through  the  designs 
of  this  woman  who  had  not  once  let  Paul  return  to  his 
friends,  but  had  always  kept  him  at  her  side  while  she 
patiently  waited  until  his  mother  should  give  in  and  consent 
to  anything  and  everything  in  the  irresistible  desire  of 
having  her  son  with  her  again  :  and  it  was  with  bitter  pain 
that  she  thought  of  how  Paul  obstinately  persisted  in  pre- 
ferring this  creature  to  herself.  "  He  does  not  love  me,  he 
does  not  love  me,"  she  murmured  over  and  over  again. 

"  He  wants  to  marry  her  now,"  she  said,  when  Rosalie 
came  in. 

The  servant  started. 

"  Oh !  madame,  you  surely  will  not  consent  to  it.  M. 
Paul  can't  bring  that  hussy  here." 

All  the  pride  in  Jeanne's  nature  rose  in  revolt  at  the 
thought,  and,  though  she  was  bowed  down  with  grief,  she 
replied  decidedly : 

"No,  Rosalie,  never.  But  since  he  won't  come  here  I 
will  go  to  him,  and  we  will  see  which  of  us  two  will  have 
the  greater  influence  over  him." 

She  wrote  to  Paul  at  once,  telling  him  that  she  was 
coming  to  Paris,  and  would  see  him  anywhere  but  at  the 
house  where  he  was  living  with  that  wretch.  Then,  while 
she  awaited  his  reply,  she  began  to  make  all  her  prepara- 
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tions  for  the  journey,  and  Rosalie  commenced  to  pack  her 
mistress's  linen  and  clothes  in  an  old  trunk. 

"  You  haven't  a  single  thing  to  put  on,"  exclaimed  tlie 
servant,  as  she  was  folding  up  an  old,  badlj-made  dress. 
"  I  won't  have  you  go  with  such  clothes ;  you'd  be  a  dis- 
grace to  everyone,  and  the  Paris  ladies  would  think  you 
were  a  servant." 

Jeanne  let  her  have  her  own  way,  and  they  botli  went  to 
Goderville  and  chose  some  green,  checked  stuff,  which  they 
left  with  the  dressmaker  to  be  made  up.  Then  they  went 
to  see  Me.  Roussel  the  lawyer,  who  went  to  Paris  for  a  fort- 
night every  year,  to  obtain  a  few  directions,  for  it  was 
twenty-eight  years  since  Jeanne  had  been  to  the  capital. 
He  gave  them  a  gi-eat  deal  of  advice  about  crossing  the 
roads  and  the  way  to  avoid  being  robbed,  saying  that  the 
safest  plan  was  to  carry  only  just  as  much  money  as  was 
necessary  in  the  pockets  and  to  sew  the  rest  in  the  lining 
of  the  dress  ;  then  he  talked  for  a  long  while  about  the 
restaurants  where  the  charges  were  moderate,  and  men- 
tioned two  or  three  to  which  ladies  could  go,  and  he  recom- 
mended Jeanne  to  stay  at  the  Hotel  de  Normandie,  which 
was  near  the  railway  station.  He  always  stayed  there  him- 
self, and  she  could  say  he  had  sent  her.  There  had  been  a 
railway  between  Paris  and  Havre  for  the  last  six  years,  but 
Jeanne  had  never  seen  one  of  these  steam-engines  of  which 
everyone  was  talking,  and  which  were  revolutionising  the 
whole  country. 

The  days  passed  on,  but  still  there  came  no  answer  from 
Paul.  Every  morning,  for  a  fortnight,  Jeanne  had  gone 
along  the  road  to  meet  the  postman,  and  had  asked,  in  a 
voice  which  she  could  not  keep  steady  : 

"You  have  nothing  for  me  to-day,  Pere  Malandaiu  ? 
And  the  answer  was  always  the  same :  "  No,  nothing  vet, 
ma  bonne  daine." 
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Fully  persuaded  that  it  was  that  woman  who  was  pre 
veniing  Paul  from  answering,  Jeanne  determined  not 
to  wait  any  longer,  but  to  start  at  once.  She  wanted  to 
take  Eosalie  with  her,  but  the  maid  would  not  go  because 
of  increasing  the  expense  of  the  journey,  and  she  only 
allowed  her  mistress  to  take  three  hundred  francs  with  her. 

"  If  you  want  any  more  money,"  she  said,  "  write  to  mc, 
and  I'll  tell  the  lawyer  to  forward  you  some ;  but  if  I  give 
you  any  more  now.  Monsieur  Paul  will  have  it  all." 

Then  one  December  morning,  Denis  Lecoq's  gig  came  to 
take  them  both  to  the  railway  station,  for  Eosalie  was  going 
to  accompany  her  mistress  as  far  as  that.  When  they  reached 
the  station,  they  found  out  first  how  much  the  tickets  were, 
then,  when  the  trunk  had  been  labelled  and  the  ticket  bought, 
they  stood  watching  the  rails,  both  too  much  occupied  in 
wondering  what  the  train  would  be  like  to  think  of  the  sad 
cause  of  this  journey.  At  last  a  distant  whistle  made  them 
look  round,  and  they  saw  a  large,  black  machine  approaching, 
which  came  up  with  a  terrible  noise,  dragging  after  it  a  long 
chain  of  little  rolling  houses.  A  porter  opened  the  door  of  one 
of  these  little  huts,  and  Jeanne  kissed  Eosalie  and  got  in. 

"  Au  revoir,"  madame.    I  hope  you  will  have  a  pleasant 
journey,  and  will  soon  be  back  again." 
Au  revoir;  Eosalie." 

There  was  another  whistle,  and  the  string  of  carriages 
moved  slowly  ofiF,  gradually  going  faster  and  faster,  till  they 
reached  a  terrific  speed.  In  Jeanne's  compartment  there  were 
only  two  other  passengers,  who  were  both  asleep,  and  she  sat 
and  watclied  the  fields  and  farms  and  villages  rush  past. 
She  was  frightened  at  the  speed  at  which  she  was  going,  and 
the  feeling  came  over  her  that  she  was  entering  a  new 
phase  of  life,  and  was  being  hurried  towards  a  very  different 
world  from  that  in  which  she  had  spent  her  peaceful  girl- 
hood and  her  monotonous  life. 
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It  was  evening  when  she  reached  Paris.  A  porter  took 
her  trunk,  and  she  f(jllowed  closely  at  his  heels,  sometimes 
almost  running  for  fear  of  losing  sight  of  him,  and  feeling 
frightened  as  she  was  puslied  about  by  the  swaying  crowd 
through  which  she  did  not  know  how  to  pass. 

"  I  was  recommended  liere  by  Me.  Iloussel,"  she  hastened 
to  say  wlien  she  was  in  the  hotel  office. 

The  landlady,  a  big,  stolid-looking  woman,  was  sitting  at 
tlie  desk. 

"  Who  is  Me.  Roussel  ?  "  she  asked. 

"The  lawyer  from  Goderville,  who  stays  here  every  year," 
replied  Jeanne,  in  surprise. 

"  Very  likely  he  does,"  responded  the  big  woman,  "  but 
I  don't  know  him.    Do  you  want  a  room  1 " 

"  Yes,  madame." 

A  waiter  shouldered  the  luggage  and  led  the  way 
upstairs. 

Jeanne  followed,  feeling  very  low-spirited  and  depressed,  and 
sitting  down  at  a  little  table,  she  ordered  some  soup  and 
the  wing  of  a  chicken  to  be  sent  up  to  her,  for  she  had  had 
nothing  to  eat  since  day-break.  She  thought  of  how  she 
had  passed  through  this  same  town  on  her  I'eturn  from  her 
wedding  tour,  as  she  ate  her  supper  by  the  miserable  light 
of  one  candle,  and  of  how  Julien  had  then  first  shown  him- 
self in  his  true  character.  But  then  she  was  young  and 
brave  and  hopeful ;  now  she  felt  old  and  timid ;  and  the 
least  thing  worried  and  frightened  her. 

When  she  had  finished  her  supper,  she  went  to  the  window 
and  watched  the  crowded  street.  She  would  have  liked  to 
go  out  if  she  had  dared,  but  she  thought  she  should  be  sure 
to  lose  herself,  so  she  went  to  bed.  But  she  had  hardly  yet 
got  over  the  hustle  of  the  journey,  and  that,  and  the  noise 
and  the  sensation  of  being  in  a  strange  place,  kept  her  awake. 
Tiie  hours  passed  on,  and  the  noises  outride  gradually  ceased, 
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but  still  she  could  not  sleep,  for  she  was  accustomed  to  the 
sound,  peaceful  sleep  of  the  country,  which  is  so  different 
from  the  semi-repose  of  a  great  city.  Here  she  was  con- 
scious of  a  sort  of  restlessness  all  around  her ;  the  murmur 
of  voices  reached  her  ears,  and  every  now  and  then  a 
board  creaked,  a  door  shut,  or  a  bell  rang.  She  was  just 
dozing  off,  about  two  o'clock  in  the  morning,  when  a 
woman  suddenly  began  to  scream  in  a  neighbouring  room. 
Jeanne  started  iip  in  bed,  and  next  she  thought  she  heard  a 
man  laughing.  As  dawn  approached  she  became  more  and 
more  anxious  to  see  Paul,  and  as  soon  as  it  was  light,  she 
got  up  and  dressed. 

He  lived  in  the  Eue  du  Sauvage,  and  she  meant  to  follow 
Rosalie's  advice  about  spending  as  little  as  possible,  and 
walk  there.  It  was  a  fine  day,  though  the  wind  was  keen, 
and  there  were  a  great  many  people  hurrying  along  the 
pavements.  Jeanne  walked  along  the  street  as  quickly  as 
she  could.  When  she  reached  the  other  end,  she  was  to 
turn  to  the  right,  then  to  the  left ;  then  she  would  come 
to  a  square,  where  she  was  to  ask  again.  She  could  not  find 
the  square,  and  a  baker  from  whom  she  inquired  the  way 
gave  her  different  directions  altogether.  She  started  on 
again,  missed  the  way,  wandered  about,  and  in  trying  to 
follow  other  directions,  lost  herself  entirely.  She  walked  on 
and  on,  and  was  just  going  to  hail  a  cab  when  she  saw  the 
Seine.  Then  she  decided  to  walk  along  the  quays,  and  in 
about  an  hour,  she  reach  the  dark,  dirty  lane  called  Rue  du 
Sauvage. 

When  she  came  to  the  number  she  was  seeking,  she  was  so 
excited  that  she  stood  before  the  door  imable  to  move 
another  step.  Poulet  was  there,  in  that  house  !  Her  hands 
and  knees  trembled  violently,  and  it  was  some  moments 
before  she  could  enter  and  walk  along  the  passage  to  the 
doorkeeper's  box. 
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"  Will  you  go  and  tell  M.  Paxil  de  Lamare  that  an  old 
lady,  a  friend  of  his  mother's,  is  waiting  to  see  him  1  "  she 
said,  slipping  a  piece  of  money  into  the  man's  hand. 

"He  does  not  live  here  now,  madame,"  answered  the 
doorkeeper. 

She  started. 

"Ah  !    Where — where  is  he  living  now  ?  "  she  gasped. 
"  I  do  not  know." 

She  felt  stunned,  and  it  was  some  time  before  she  could 
speak  again. 

"  When  did  he  leave  ?  "  she  asked  at  last,  controlling  her- 
self by  a  violent  effort. 

The  man  was  quite  ready  to  tell  her  all  he  knew. 

"  About  a  fortnight  ago,"  he  replied.  "  They  just  walked 
out  of  the  house  one  evening  and  didn't  come  back.  They 
owed  all  over  the  neighourhood,  so  you  may  guess  they 
didn't  leave  any  address." 

Tongues  of  flame  were  dancing  before  Jeanne's  eyes,  as  if 
a  gun  were  being  fired  off  close  to  her  face  ;  but  she  wanted 
to  find  Poulet,  and  that  kept  her  up  and  made  her  stand 
opposite  the  doorkeeper,  as  if  she  were  calmly  thinking. 

"  Then  he  did  not  say  anything  when  he  left  ?  " 

"  No,  nothing  at  all ;  they  went  away  to  get  out  of  pay- 
ing their  debts." 

"  But  he  will  have  to  send  for  his  letters." 

"  He'll  send  a  good  many  times  before  he  gets  them, 
then ;  besides,  they  didn't  have  ten  in  a  twelvemonth, 
tliough  I  took  them  up  one  two  days  before  they  left." 

That  must  have  been  the  one  she  sent. 

"  Listen,"  she  said,  liastily.  "  I  am  his  motiier,  and  I 
have  come  to  look  for  him.  Here  are  ten  francs  fi  r  your- 
self. If  you  hear  anything  from  or  about  him,  let  me  know 
at  once  at  the  H6tel  de  Normandie,  Paio  du  Havre,  and  you 
shall  be  well  paid  for  your  trouble." 
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"You  may  depend  upon  me,  madame,"  answered  the 
doorkeeper;  and  Jeanne  went  away. 

She  hastened  along  the  streets  as  if  she  were  bent  on  an 
important  mission,  but  she  was  not  looking  or  caring  whither 
she  was  going.  She  walked  close  to  the  walls,  pushed  and 
buffeted  by  errand-boys  and  porters;  crossed  the  roads, 
regardless  of  the  vehicles  and  the  shouts  of  the  drivers ; 
stumbled  against  the  kerb-stones,  which  she  did  not  see ; 
and  huvried  on  and  on,  unconscious  of  everything  and  every- 
one. At  last  she  found  herself  in  some  gardens,  and,  feeling 
too  weary  to  walk  any  further,  she  dropped  on  a  seat.  She 
sat  there  a  long  while,  apparently  unaware  that  the  tears 
were  running  down  her  cheeks,  and  that  passers-by  stopped 
to  looked  at  her.  At  last  the  bitter  cold  made  her  rise  to 
go,  but  her  legs  would  hardly  carry  her,  so  weak  and 
exhausted  was  she.  She  would  have  liked  some  soup,  but 
she  dared  not  go  into  a  restaurant,  for  she  knew  people 
could  see  she  was  in  trouble,  and  it  made  her  feel  timid  and 
ashamed.  When  she  passed  an  eating-place  she  would  stop 
a  moment  at  the  door,  look  inside,  and  see  all  the  people 
sitting  at  the  tables  eating,  and  then  go  on  again,  saying  to 
herself :  "  I  will  go  into  the  next  one  ;  "  but  when  she  came 
to  the  next  her  courage  always  failed  her  again.  In  the  end 
she  went  into  a  baker's  shop,  and  bought  a  little  crescent- 
shaped  roll,  which  she  ate  as  she  went  along.  She  was  very 
thirsty,  but  she  did  not  know  where  to  go  to  get  anything 
to  drink,  so  she  went  without. 

She  passed  under  an  arch,  and  found  herself  in  some 
more  gardens  with  arcades  running  all  roimd  them,  and  she 
recognised  the  Palais  Royal.  Her  walk  in  the  sim  had  made 
her  warm  again,  so  she  sat  down  for  another  hour  or  two. 
A  crowd  of  people  flowed  into  the  gardens — an  elegant 
crowd  composed  of  beautiful  women  and  wealthy  men,  who 
only  lived  for  dress  and  pleasure,  and  who  chatted  and  smiled 
and  bowed  as  they  sauntered  along.    Feeling  ill  at  ease 
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amidst  tliis  brilliant  tlimim',  Jeanne  rose  to  go  away;  but 
suddenly  the  thought  struck  her  that  perhaps  she  might 
meet  Paul  here,  and  she  began  to  walk  from  end  to  end  of 
the  gardens  with  hasty,  furtive  steps^  carefully  scanning 
every  face  she  met. 

Soon  she  saw  that  people  turned  to  look  and  laugh  at  her, 
and  sbe  hurried  away,  thinking  it  was  her  odd  appearance 
and  her  green-checked  dress,  which  Rosalie  had  chosen  and 
had  made  up,  that  attracted  everyone's  attention  and 
smiles.  She  hardly  dared  ask  her  way,  but  she  did  at  last 
venture,  and  when  she  had  reached  her  hotel,  she  passed  the 
rest  of  the  day  sitting  on  a  chair  at  the  foot  of  the  bed.  In 
the  evening  she  dined  off  some  soup  and  a  little  meat,  like 
the  day  before,  and  then  undressed  and  went  to  bed,  per- 
forming all  the  duties  of  her  toilet  quite  mechanically,  from 
sheer  habit. 

The  next  morning  she  went  to  the  police  ofBce  to  see  if 
she  could  get  any  help  there  towards  the  discovery  of  her 
son's  whereabouts.  They  told  her  they  could  not  promise  her 
anything,  but  that  they  would  attend  to  the  matter.  After 
she  had  left  the  police  office,  she  wandered  about  the  streets, 
in  the  hopes  of  meeting  her  child,  and  she  felt  more  friend- 
less and  forsaken  among  the  busy  crowds  than  she  did  in 
the  midst  of  the  lovely  fields. 

When  she  returned  to  the  h6tel  in  the  evening,  she  was 
told  that  a  man  from  M.  Paul  had  asked  for  her,  and  was 
coming  again  the  next  day.  All  the  blood  in  her  body 
seemed  to  suddenly  rush  to  her  heart  and  she  could  not  close 
her  eyes  all  night.  Perhaps  it  was  Paul  himsolf !  Yes,  it 
must  be  so,  although  his  appearance  did  not  tally  with  the 
description  the  hotel  people  had  given  of  the  man  who  had 
called,  and  when,  about  nine  o'clock  in  the  morning,  there 
came  a  knock  at  her  door,  she  cried,  "  Come  in  !  "  expectin  j: 
her  son  to  rush  into  her  arms  held  open  to  roeoive  hiin. 
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But  it  was  a  stranger  who  entered — a  stranger  who  began 
to  apologise  for  disturbing  her  and  to  explain  that  he  had 
come  about  some  money  Paul  owed  him.  As  he  spoke  she 
felt  herself  beginning  to  cry,  and  she  tried  to  hide  her  tears 
from  the  man  by  wiping  them  away  with  the  end  of  her 
tiuger  as  soon  as  they  reached  the  corners  of  her  eyes.  The 
man  had  heard  of  her  arrival  from  the  concierge  at  the  Eue 
du  Sauvage,  and  as  he  could  not  find  Paul  he  had  come  tc 
his  mother.  He  held  out  a  paper  which  Jeanne  mechanically 
took  ;  she  saw  "  90  francs  "  written  on  it,  and  she  drew  out 
the  money  and  paid  the  man.  She  did  not  go  out  at  all 
that  day,  and  the  next  morning  more  creditors  appeared. 
She  gave  them  all  the  money  she  had  left,  except  twenty 
francs,  and  wrote  and  told  Eosalie  how  she  was  placed. 

Until  her  servant's  answer  came  she  passed  the  days  in 
wandering  aimlessly  about  the  streets.  She  did  not  know 
what  to  do  or  how  to  kill  the  long,  miserable  hours ;  there 
was  no  one  who  knew  of  her  troubles,  or  to  whom  she  could 
go  for  sympathy,  and  her  one  desire  was  to  get  away  from 
this  city  and  to  return  to  her  little  house  beside  the  lonely 
road,  where,  a  few  days  before,  she  had  felt  she  could  not 
bear  to  live  because  it  was  so  dull  and  lonely.  Now  she  was 
sure  she  could  live  nowhere  else  but  in  that  little  home 
where  all  her  mournful  habits  had  taken  root. 

At  last,  one  evening,  she  found  a  letter  from  Piosalie 
awaiting  her  with  two  hundred  francs  enclosed. 

"  Come  back  as  soon  as  possible,  Madame  Jeanne,"  wrote 
the  maid,  "for  I  shall  send  you  nothing  more.  As  for  M. 
Paul,  I  will  go  and  fetch  him  rnyself  the  next  time  we  hear 
anything  from  him. — With  best  respects,  your  servant, 

"EO.SALIE." 

And  Jeanne  started  back  to  Batteville  one  bitterly  cold, 
snowy  morning. 
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After  her  return  from  Paris,  Jeanne  would  not  go  out  or 
take  any  interest  in  anything.  She  rose  at  the  same  hour 
every  morning,  looked  out  of  the  window  to  sefi  what  sort  of 
I  lay  it  was,  then  went  downstairs  and  sat  before  the  fire  in 
the  dining-room.  She  stayed  there  the  whole  day,  sitting 
perfectly  still  with  her  eyes  fixed  on  the  ilames  while  she 
thought  of  all  the  sorrows  she  had  passed  through.  The  little 
room  grew  darker  and  darker  but  she  never  moved,  except 
to  put  more  wood  on  the  fire,  and  when  Rosalie  brought  in 
the  lamp  she  cried  : 

"  Come,  Madame  Jeanne,  you  must  stir  about  a  bit,  or 
you  won't  be  able  to  eat  any  dinner  again  this  evening." 

Often  she  was  worried  by  thoughts  which  she  could  not 
dismiss  from  her  mind,  and  she  allowed  herself  to  be  tor- 
mented by  the  veriest  trifles,  for  the  most  insignificant 
matters  appeared  of  the  greatest  importance  to  her  diseased 
mind.  She  lived  in  the  memories  of  the  past,  and  she 
would  think  for  hours  together  of  her  girlhood  and  her  wed- 
ding-tour in  Corsica.  The  wild  scenery  that  she  had  long 
forgotten  suddenly  appeared  before  hor  in  the  fire,  and  she 
could  recall  every  detail,  every  event,  every  face  connected 
with  the  island.  She  could  always  see  the  features  of  Jean 
Ravoli,  the  guide,  and  sometimes  she  fancied  she  could  even 
hear  his  voice. 

At  other  times  she  thought  of  the  peaceful  years  of  Paul's 
childhood — of  how  he  used  to  make  her  tend  the  salad-plants, 
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and  of  how  she  and  Aunt  Lisou  used  to  kneel  on  the  ground, 
each  trying  to  outdo  the  other  in  giving  pleasure  to  the  boy, 
and  in  rearing  the  greater  number  of  plants. 

Her  lips  would  form  the  words,  "  Poulet,  my  little  Poulet," 
as  if  she  were  talking  to  him,  and  she  would  cease  to  muse, 
and  try  for  hours  to  write  in  the  air  the  letters  which  formed 
her  son's  name,  with  her  outstretched  finger.  Slowly  she 
traced  them  before  the  fire,  fancying  she  could  see  them, 
then,  thinking  she  had  made  a  mistake,  she  began  the  word 
over  and  over  again,  forcing  herself  to  write  the  whole  name 
though  her  arm  trembled  with  fatigue.  At  last  she  would 
become  so  nervous  that  she  mixed  up  the  letters,  and  formed 
other  words  and  had  to  give  it  up. 

She  had  all  the  manias  and  fancies  which  beset  those  who 
lead  a  solitary  life,  and  it  irritated  her  to  the  last  degree  to 
see  the  slightest  change  in  the  arrangement  of  the  furniture. 
Rosalie  often  made  her  go  out  with  her  along  the  road,  but 
after  twenty  minutes  or  so  Jeanne  would  say  ;  "  I  cannot 
walk  any  farther,  Rosalie,"  and  would  sit  down  by  the  road- 
side. Soon  movement  of  any  kind  became  distasteful  to  her, 
and  she  stayed  in  bed  as  late  as  she  could.  Ever  since  a 
child  she  had  always  been  in  the  habit  of  jumping  out  of 
bed  as  soon  as  she  had  drunk  her  cafe  au  lait.  She  was 
particularly  fond  of  her  morning  coffee  and  she  would  have 
missed  it  more  than  anything.  She  always  waited  for  Rosalie 
to  bring  it  with  an  impatience  that  had  a  touch  of  sensuality 
in  it,  and  as  soon  as  the  cup  was  placed  on  the  bedside  table 
she  sat  up,  and  emptied  it,  somewhat  greedil}'.  Then  she 
at  once  threw  back  the  bed-clothes  and  began  to  dress.  But 
gradually  she  fell  into  the  habit  of  dreaming  for  a  few  moments 
after  she  had  placed  the  empty  cup  back  in  the  saucer,  and 
from  that  she  soon  began  to  lie  down  again,  and  at  last  she 
stayed  in  bed  every  day  until  Rosalie  came  back  in  a  temper 
and  dressed  lier  almost  by  force. 
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She  had  uo  longer  the  slightest  will  uf  her  own.  When- 
3Yer  her  servant  asked  her  advice,  or  put  anv  question  to 
her,  or  wanted  to  know  her  opinion,  she  always  answered  : 
"  Do  as  you  like,  Rosalie."  So  firmly  did  she  believe  herself 
pursued  by  a  persistent  ill-luck  that  she  became  as  great  a 
fatalist  as  an  Oriental,  and  she  was  so  accustomed  to  seeinc 
her  dreams  unfulfilled,  and  her  hopes  disappointed,  that  she 
did  not  dare  undertake  anything  fresh,  and  hesitated  for 
days  before  she  commenced  the  simplest  task,  so  persuaded 
was  she  that  whatever  she  touched  would  be  sure  to  go 
wrong. 

"  I  don't  think  anyone  could  have  had  more  misfortunes 
than  I  have  had  all  my  life,"  she  was  always  saying. 

"  How  would  it  be  if  you  had  to  work  for  your  bread,  and 
if  you  were  obliged  to  get  up, every  morning  at  six  o'clock 
to  go  and  do  a  hard  day's  work  ? "  Rosalie  would  exclaim. 
"  That's  what  a  great  many  people  have  to  do,  and  then 
when  they  get  too  old  to  work,  they  die  of  want." 

"  But  my  son  has  forsaken  me,  and  I  am  all  alone,"  Jeanne 
would  reply. 

That  enraged  Rosalie. 

"  And  what  if  he  has  ?  How  about  those  whose  children 
enlist,  or  settle  in  America  ?  "  (America,  in  her  eyes,  was  a 
shadowy  country  whither  people  went  to  make  their  fortune, 
and  whence  they  never  returned.)  "  Children  always  leave 
their  parents  sooner  or  later ;  old  and  young  people  aren't 
meant  to  stay  together.  And  then,  what  if  he  were  dead  ? " 
she  would  finish  up  with  savagely,  and  her  mistress  could 
say  nothing  after  that. 

Jeanne  got  a  little  stronger  when  the  first  warm  days  of 
spring  came,  but  she  only  took  advantage  of  her  better  health 
to  buiy  herself  still  deeper  in  her  gloomy  thoughts. 

She  went  up  to  the  garret  one  morning  to  look  for  some- 
thing and,  while  she  was  there,  happened  to  open  a  box  full 
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of  old  almanacs.  It  seemed  as  if  she  had  found  the  past 
years  themselves,  and  she  was  filled  with  emotion  as  she 
looked  at  the  pile  of  cards.  They  were  of  all  sizes,  big  and 
little,  and  she  took  them  every  one  down  to  the  dining-room 
and  began  to  lay  them  out  on  the  table  in  the  right  order  of 
years.  Suddenly  she  picked  up  the  very  first  one — the  one 
she  had  taken  with  her  from  the  convent  to  Les  Peuples. 
For  a  long  time  she  gazed  at  it  with  its  dates  which  she  had 
crossed  out  the  day  she  had  left  Rouen,  and  she  began  to 
shed  slow,  bitter  tears — the  weak,  pitiful  tears  of  an  aged 
woman — as  she  looked  at  these  cards  spread  out  before  her 
on  the  table,  and  which  represented  all  her  wretched  life. 

Then  the  thought  struck  her  that  by  means  of  these 
almanacs  she  could  recall  all  that  she  had  ever  done,  and 
giving  way  to  the  idea,  she  at  once  devoted  herself  to  the 
task  of  retracing  the  past.  She  pinned  all  the  cards,  which 
had  grown  yellow  with  age,  up  on  the  tapestry,  and  then 
passed  hours  before  one  or  other  of  them,  thinking,  "What 
did  I  do  in  that  month  1 " 

She  had  put  a  mark  beside  all  the  important  dates  in  her 
life,  and  sometimes,  by  means  of  linking  together  and  adding 
one  to  the  other  all  the  little  circumstances  which  had  pre- 
ceded and  followed  a  great  event,  she  succeeded  in  remem- 
bering a  whole  month.  By  dint  of  concentrated  attention, 
and  efforts  of  will  and  of  memory,  she  retraced  nearly  the 
whole  of  her  first  two  years  at  Les  Peuples,  recalling  without 
much  difliculty  this  far-away  period  of  her  life,  for  it  seemed 
to  stand  out  in  relief.  But  the  following  years  were 
shrouded  in  a  sort  of  mist  and  seemed  to  run  one  into  the 
other,  and  sometimes  she  pored  over  an  almanac  for  hours 
without  being  able  to  remember  whether  it  was  even  in  that 
year  that  such  and  such  a  thing  had  happened.  She  would 
go  slowly  round  the  dining-room  looking  at  these  images  of 
past  years,  which,  to  her,  were  as  pictures  of  an  ascent  to 


244 


A  WOMAN'S  LIFE. 


Calvary,  until  one  of  them  arrested  her  attention  and  then 
she  would  8it  gazing  at  it  all  the  rest  of  the  day,  absorbed  in 
her  recollections. 

Soon  the  sap  began  to  rise  in  the  trees ;  the  seeds  were 
springing  up,  the  leaves  were  budding  and  the  air  was  filled 
with  the  faint,  sweet  smell  of  the  apple-blossoms  which  made 
the  orchards  a  glowing  mass  of  pink.  As  summer  approached 
Jeanne  became  very  restless.  She  could  not  keep  still;  she 
went  in  and  out  twenty  times  a  day,  and,  as  she  ram- 
bled along  past  the  farms,  she  worked  herself  into  a  perfect 
state  of  fever. 

A  daisy  half  hidden  in  the  grass,  a  sunbeam  falling 
through  the  leaves,  or  the  reflection  of  the  sky  in  a  splash  of 
water  in  a  rut  was  enough  to  agitate  and  afi'ect  her,  for  their 
sight  brought  back  a  kind  of  echo  of  the  emotions  she  had 
felt  when,  as  a  young  girl,  she  had  wandered  dreamily  through 
the  fields ;  and  though  now  there  was  nothing  to  which  she 
could  look  forward,  the  soft  yet  exhilarating  air  sent  the  same 
thrill  through  her  as  when  all  her  life  had  lain  before  her- 
But  this  pleasure  was  not  unalloyed  with  pain,  and  it  seemed 
as  if  the  universal  joy  of  the  awakening  world  could  now  only 
impart  a  delight  which  was  half-sorrow  to  her  grief-crushed 
soul  and  withered  heart.  Everything  around  her  seemed  to 
have  changed.  Surely  the  sun  was  hardly  so  warm  as  in  her 
youth,  the  sky  so  deep  a  blue,  the  grass  so  fresh  a  green,  and 
the  flowers,  paler  and  less  sweet,  could  no  longer  arouse  with- 
in her  the  exquisite  ecstacies  of  delight  as  of  old.  Still  she 
could  enjoy  the  beauty  around  her,  so  much  that  some- 
times she  found  herself  dreaming  and  hoping  again  ;  for,  how- 
ever cruel  Fate  may  be,  is  it  possible  to  give  way  to  utter  des- 
pair when  the  sun  shines  and  the  sky  is  blue  ? 

She  went  for  long  walks,  urged  on  and  on  by  her  inward 
excitement,  and  sometimes  she  would  suddenly  stop  and  sit 
down  by  the  road-side  to  think  of  her  troubles.    Wliy  had 
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she  not  been  loved  like  other  women  1  Why  had  even  the 
simple  pleasure  of  an  uneventful  existence  been  refused  her  ^ 

Sometimes,  again,  forgetting  for  a  moment  that  she  was 
old,  that  there  was  no  longer  any  pleasure  in  store  for  her 
and  that,  with  the  exception  of  a  few  more  lonely  years,  her 
life  was  over  and  done,  she  would  build  all  sorts  of 
castles  in  the  air  and  make  plans  for  such  a  happy  future, 
just  as  she  had  done  when  she  was  sixteen.  Then  suddenly 
remembering  the  bitter  reality  she  would  get  up  again, 
feeling  as  if  a  heavy  load  had  fallen  upon  her,  and  return 
home,  murmuring, 

"  Oh,  you  old  fool !  You  old  fool  !  " 

Now  Eosalie  was  always  saying  to  her : 

"  Do  keep  still,  madame.  What  on  earth  makes  you  want 
to  run  about  so  1 " 

"  I  can't  help  it,"  Jeanne  would  reply  sadly.  "  I  am  like 
Massacre  was  before  he  died." 

One  morning  Eosalie  went  into  her  mistress's  room  earlier 
than  usual. 

"  Make  haste  and  drink  up  your  coffee,"  she  said  as  she 
placed  the  cup  on  the  table.  "  Denis  is  waiting  to  take  us  to 
Les  Peuples.    I  have  to  go  over  there  on  business." 

Jeanne  was  so  excited  that  she  thought  she  would  have 
fainted,  and,  as  she  dressed  herself  with  trembling  fingers, 
she  could  hardly  believe  she  was  going  to  see  her  dear  home 
once  more. 

Overhead  was  a  bright,  blue  sky  and,  as  they  went  along, 
Denis'  pony  would  every  now  and  then  break  into  a  gallop. 
AVhen  they  reached  Etouvent,  Jeanne  could  hardly  breathe 
her  heart  beat  so  quickly,  and  when  she  saw  the  brick  pillars 
beside  the  chateau-gate,  she  exclaimed,  "Oh,"  two  or  three 
times  in  a  low  voice,  as  if  she  were  in  the  presence  of  some- 
thing which  stirred  her  very  soul,  and  she  could  not  help 
herself. 
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They  put  up  the  horse  at  the  Coiiillards'  farm,  and,  when 
Rosalie  and  her  son  went  to  attend  to  their  business,  the 
farmer  asked  Jeanne  if  she  would  like  to  go  over  the  chateau 
as  the  owner  was  away,  and  gave  her  the  key. 

She  went  off  alone,  and  when  she  found  herself  opposite 
the  old  manor  she  stood  still  to  look  at  it.  The  outside  had 
not  been  touched  since  she  had  left.  All  the  shutters  were 
closed,  and  the  sunbeams  were  dancing  on  the  grey  walls  of 
the  big,  weather-beaten  building.  A  little  piece  of  wood  fell 
on  her  dress,  she  looked  up  and  saw  that  it  had  fallen  from 
the  plane-tree,  and  she  went  up  to  the  big  tree  and  stroked 
its  pale,  smooth  bark  as  if  it  had  been  alive.  Her  foot 
touched  a  piece  of  rotten  wood  lying  in  the  grass ;  it  was 
the  last  fragment  of  the  seat  on  which  she  had  so  often  sat 
with  her  loved  ones — the  seat  which  had  been  put  up  the 
very  day  of  Julien's  first  visit  to  the  chateau. 

Then  she  went  to  the  hall-door.  She  had  some  difficulty  in 
opening  it  as  the  key  was  rusty  and  would  not  turn,  but  at 
last  the  lock  gave  way,  and  the  door  itself  only  required  a 
slight  push  before  it  swung  back.  The  first  thing  Jeanne 
did  was  to  run  up  to  her  own  room.  It  had  been  hung  with 
a  light  paper  and  she  hardly  knew  it  again,  but  when  she 
opened  one  of  the  windows  and  looked  out,  she  was  moved 
almost  to  tears  as  she  saw  again  the  scene  she  loved  so  well — 
the  thicket,  the  elms,  the  common,  and  the  sea  covered  with 
brown  sails  which,  at  this  distance,  looked  as  if  they  were 
motionless. 

Then  she  went  all  over  the  big,  empty  house.  She  stopped 
to  look  at  a  little  hole  in  the  plaster  which  the  baron  liad 
made  with  his  cane,  for  he  used  to  make  a  few  thrusts  at 
the  wall  whenever  he  passed  this  spot,  in  memory  of  tlie 
fencing-bouts  he  had  had  in  his  vouth.  In  her  mother's 
bedroom  she  found  a  small  gold-headed  pin  stuck  in  the  wall 
beliiud  the  door,  in  a  dark  corner  near  the  bed.    She  had 
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stuck  it  there  a  long  while  ago  (she  remembered  it  now),  and 
had  looked  everywhere  for  it  since,  but  it  had  never  been 
found  ■  and  she  kissed  it  and  took  it  with  her  as  a  priceless 
relic. 

She  went  into  every  room,  recognising  the  almost  invisible 
spots  and  marks  on  the  hangings  which  had  "not  been  changed 
and  again  noting  the  odd  forms  and  faces  which  the  im- 
agination so  often  traces  in  the  designs  of  the  furniture 
coverings,  the  carvings  of  mantel-pieces  and  the  shadows  on 
soiled  ceilings.  She  walked  through  the  vast,  silent  chateau 
as  noiselessly  as  if  she  were  in  a  cemetery  ;  all  her  life  was 
interred  there. 

She  went  down  to  the  drawing-room.  The  closed  shutters 
made  it  very  dark,  and  it  was  a  few  moments  before  she 
could  distinguish  anything,  then,  as  her  eyes  became  accus- 
tomed to  the  darkness,  she  gradually  made  out  the  tapestry 
with  the  big,  white  birds  on  it.  Two  armchairs  stood  before 
the  fire-place,  looking  as  if  they  had  just  been  vacated,  and  the 
very  smell  of  the  room — a  smell  that  had  always  been 
peculiar  to  it,  as  each  human  being  has  his,  a  smell  which 
could  be  perceived  at  once,  and  yet  was  vague  like  all  the 
faint  perfumes  of  old  rooms — brought  the  memories  crowding 
to  Jeanne's  mind. 

Her  breath  came  quickly  as  she  stood  with  her  eyes  fixed 
on  the  two  chairs,  inhaling  this  perfume  of  the  past ;  and, 
all  at  once,  in  a  sudden  hallucination  occasioned  by  her 
thoughts,  she  fancied  she  saw- — she  did  see —  her  father  and 
mother  with  their  feet  on  the  fender  as  she  had  so  often  seen 
them  before.  She  drew  back  in  terror,  stumbled  against  the 
door-frame,  and  clung  to  it  for  support,  still  keeping  her  eyes 
fixed  on  the  armchairs.  The  vision  disappeared  and  for  some 
minutes  she  stood  horror-stricken  ;  then  she  slowly  regained 
possession  of  herself  and  turned  to  fly,  afraid  that  she  was 
lioing  mad.    Her  eyes  fell  on  the  wainscotting  against  wliich 
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she  was  leaning  and  she  saw  Poulet's  ladder.  There  were 
all  the  faint  marks  traced  on  the  wall  at  unequal  intervals 
and  the  figures  which  had  been  cut  with  a  penknife  to 
indicate  the  month,  and  the  child's  age  and  growth.  In 
some  places  there  was  the  baron's  big  writing,  in  others  her 
own,  in  others  again  Aunt  Lison's  which  was  a  little  shakj. 
She  could  see  the  boy  standing  there  now,  with  his  fair  hair, 
and  his  little  forehead  pressed  against  the  wall  to  have 
his  height  measured,  while  the  baron  exclaimed ;  "  Jeanne, 
he  has  grown  half  an  inch  in  six  weeks,"  and  she  began  to 
kiss  the  wainscottiug  in  a  frenzy  of  love  for  the  very  wood. 

Then  she  heard  Rosalie's  voice  outside,  calling  ;  "  Madame 
Jeanne  !  Madame  Jeanne  !  lunch  is  waiting,"  and  she  went 
out  with  her  head  in  a  whirl.  She  felt  unable  to  imder- 
stand  anything  that  was  said  to  her.  She  ate  what  was 
placed  before  her,  listened  to  what  was  being  said  without 
realising  the  sense  of  the  words,  answered  the  farmers'  wives 
when  they  enquired  after  her  health,  passively  received  their 
kisses  and  kissed  the  cheeks  which  were  oflfered  to  her,  and 
then  got  into  the  chaise  again. 

When  she  could  no  longer  see  the  high  roof  of  the  chateau 
through  the  trees,  something  within  her  seemed  to  break, 
and  she  felt  that  she  had  just  said  good-bye  to  her  old  home 
for  ever. 

They  went  straight  back  to  Batteville,  and  as  she  was 
going  indoors  Jeanne  saw  something  white  under  the  door  ; 
it  was  a  letter  which  the  postman  had  slipped  tliere  during 
their  absence.  She  at  once  recognised  Paul's  handwriting 
and  tore  open  the  envelope  in  an  agony  of  anxiety.  He 
wrote  : 

"  My  Dear  Mother, — I  have  not  written  before  because 
I  did  not  want  to  bring  you  to  Paris  on  a  fruitless  errand, 
for  I  have  always  been  meaning  to  come  and  see  you  myself. 
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At  the  present  moment  I  am  in  great  trouble  and  difficulty. 
My  wife  gave  birth  to  a  little  girl  three  days  ago,  and  now 
she  is  dying  and  I  have  not  a  penny.  I  do  not  know  what 
to  do  with  the  child  ;  the  doorkeeper  is  trying  to  nourish  it 
with  a  feeding-bottle  as  best  she  can,  but  I  fear  I  shall  lose 
it.  Could  not  you  take  it  ?  I  cannot  send  it  to  a  wet-nurse 
as  I  have  not  any  money,  and  I  do  not  know  which  way  to 
turn.    Pray  answer  by  return  post. 

"  Your  loving  son, 

"  Paul." 

Jeanne  dropped  on  a  chair  with  hardly  enough  strength 
left  to  call  Rosalie.  The  maid  came  and  they  read  the  letter 
over  again  together,  and  then  sat  looking  at  each  other  in 
silence. 

"  I'll  go  and  fetch  the  child  myself,  madame,"  said  Rosalie 
at  last.    "  We  can't  leave  it  to  die." 

"  Very  well,  my  girl,  go,"  answered  Jeanne. 

"  Put  on  your  hat,  madame,"  said  the  maid,  after  a  pause, 
"  and  we  will  go  and  see  the  lawyer  at  Goderville.  If  that 
woman  is  going  to  die,  M.  Paul  must  marry  her  for  the  sake 
of  the  child." 

Jeanne  put  on  her  hat  without  a  word.  Her  heart  was 
overflowing  with  joy,  but  she  would  not  have  allowed  anyone 
to  see  it  for  the  world,  for  it  was  one  of  those  detestable  joys 
in  which  people  can  revel  in  their  hearts,  but  of  which  they 
are  all  the  same  ashamed  ;  her  son's  mistress  was  going  to 
die. 

The  lawyer  gave  Rosalie  detailed  instructions  which  the 
servant  made  him  repeat  two  or  three  times  ;  then,  when 
she  was  sure  she  knew  exactly  what  to  do,  she  said: 

"  Don't  you  fear ;  I'll  see  it's  all  right  now."  And  she 
started  for  Paris  that  very  night. 

Jeanne  passed  two  tlays  in  such  an  agony  of  mind  that 
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she  could  fix  her  thoughts  on  nothing.  The  third  morning 
she  received  a  line  from  Rosalie  merely  saving  she  was  com- 
ing back  by  that  evening's  train  ;  nothing  more  ;  and  in  the 
afternoon,  about  three  o'clock,  Jeanne  sent  round  to  a 
neighbour  to  ask  him  if  he  would  drive  her  to  the  Beuzeville 
railway-station  to  meet  her  servant. 

She  stood  on  the  platform  looking  down  the  rails  (which 
seemed  to  get  closer  together  right  away  as  far  off  as  she 
could  see),  and  turning  every  now  and  then  to  look  at  the 
clock.  Ten  minutes  more — five  minutes — two — and  at  last 
the  train  was  due,  though  as  yet  she  could  see  no  signs  of  it. 
Then,  all  at  once,  she  saw  a  cloud  of  white  smoke,  and  under- 
neath it  a  black  speck  which  got  rapidly  larger  and  larger. 
The  big  engine  came  into  the  station,  snorting  and  slackening 
its  speed,  and  Jeanne  looked  eagerly  into  every  window  as 
the  carriages  went  past  her. 

The  doors  opened  and  several  people  got  out — peasants  in 
blouses,  farmers'  wives  with  baskets  on  their  arms,  a  few 
bourgeois  in  soft  hats — and  at  last  Rosalie  appeared,  carry- 
ing what  looked  like  a  bundle  of  linen  in  her  arms.  Jeanne 
would  have  stepped  foward  to  meet  her,  but  all  strength 
seemed  to  have  left  her  legs  and  she  feared  she  would  fall  if 
she  moved.  The  maid  saw  her  and  came  up  in  her  ordinary^ 
calm  way. 

"  Good-day,  madame ;  here  I  am  again,  though  I've  had 
some  bother  to  get  along." 
"  Well  ?  "  gasped  Jeanne. 

"  Well,"  answered  Rosalie,  "  she  died  last  night.  They 
were  married  and  here's  the  baby,"  and  she  held  out  the 
child  which  could  not  be  seen  for  its  wraps.  Jeanne  me- 
chanically took  it,  and  they  left  the  station  and  got  into  the 
carriage  which  was  waiting 

"  M.  Paul  is  coming  directly  after  the  funeral.  I  sup- 
pose he'll  be  here  to-morrow,  by  this  train." 
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"  Paul— "  murmured  Jeanne,  and  then  stopped  without 
saying  anything  more. 

The  sun  was  sinking  towards  the  horizon,  bathing  in  a 
glow  of  light  the  green  fields  which  were  flecked  here  and 
there  with  golden  colewort-flowers  or  blood-red  poppies,  and 
over  the  quiet  country  fell  an  infinite  peace. 

The  peasant  who  was  driving  the  chaise  kept  clicking  his 
tongue  to  urge  on  his  horse  which  trotted  swiftly  along,  and 
Jeanne  looked  straight  up  into  the  sky  which  the  circling 
flight  of  the  swallows  seemed  to  cut  asunder. 

All  at  once  she  became  conscious  of  a  soft  warmth  which 
was  making  itself  felt  through  her  skirts  ;  it  was  the  heat 
from  the  tiny  being  sleeping  on  her  knees,  and  it  moved 
her  strangely.  She  suddenly  drew  back  the  covering 
from  the  child  she  had  not  yet  seen,  that  she  might  look  at 
her  son's  daughter  ;  as  the  light  fell  on  its  face  the  little 
creature  opened  its  blue  eyes,  and  moved  its  lips,  and  then 
Jeanne  hugged  it  closely  to  her,  and,  raising  it  in  her  arms, 
began  to  cover  it  with  passionate  kisses. 

"  Come,  come,  Madame  Jeanne,  have  done,"  said  Rosalie, 
ill  sharp,  though  good-tempered  tones  ]  "  you'll  make  the 
child  cry." 

Then  she  added,  as  if  in  reply  to  her  own  thoughts ; 
"  After  all,  life  is  never  so  jolly  or  so  miserable  as  people 
seem  to  think." 


THE  END. 
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WAR  AND  PEACE. 
1.  Before  Tilsit.  2.  The  Invasion.  3.  The  French  at  Moscow. 

"  lucomparably  Count  Tolstoi's  greatest  work  is  '  Wab.  asd  Pbaoh.'  "Saturday 
"Count  Tolstoi's  magniflceut  novel." — Athenieum. 

"  Count  Tolstoi's  admirable  work  may  be  warmly  recommended  to  novel  readers. 
His  pictures  of  Imperial  society — the  people  who  move  round  the  Czar — are  as 
interesting  and  as  vivid  as  his  battle  scenes," — St.  James's  Gazette. 

"  The  interest  of  the  book  is  not  concentrated  in  a  hero  and  a  heroine.  The  other 
personages  are  studied  with  equal  minute  elaboration  and  pass  before  us  in 

scenes  upon  wliich  the  author  has  lavished  pains  and  knowledge.  He  describes 
eociety  as  it  appears  to  a  calm,  severe  critic.  He  understands  and  respects  goodnesB, 
and  sets  before  us  all  that  is  lovable  in  Russian  domestic  life.''— /"a??  Mall  Gazette. 


In  One  Volume,  crown  8vo,  5s. 

MY  HUSBAND  AND  I;  THE  DEATH  OF  IVAN 
ILIITCH  ;  AND  Other  Stories. 


In  One  Volume,  crown  8vo,  5s. 

THE  COSSACKS;  and  RECOLLECTIONS  OF 
SEBASTOPOL. 


In  crovm  8vu,  with  a  Portrait  and  Memoir  of  Goxmt  Tolstoi, 

price  5s. 

CHILDHOOD,  BOYHOOD,  AND  YOUTH. 

[Shortly. 


CELEBRATED  RUSSIAN  NOVELS. 

By  FEDOR  DOSTOIEFFSKY. 

Second  Edition,  in  crown  8vo,  witJi  Portrait  and  Memoir,  price  os. 

INJURY  AND   INSULT.     Translated   from  th« 
Original  Russian  by  P.  Whishaw. 

"That  'Injury  and  Insult'  is  a  powerful  novel  few  will  deny.  Vania  is  a  mar- 
vellous character.   Once  read,  the  book  can  never  be  forgotten." — St.  Stephe  is  Retiem. 

"  A  masterpiece  of  tlotion.  The  author  has  treated  with  consummate  tact  the 
difficult  character  of  Natasha,  '  the  incarnation  and  the  slave  of  passion.'  She  lives 
and  breathes  in  these  vivid  pages,  and  the  reader  is  drawn  into  the  vortex  of  her 
anguish,  and  rejoices  when  she  breaks  free  from  her  chain." — Morning  Post. 

'■  No  one  who  reads  '  Injury  and  Insult '  carefully  is  likely  to  deny  the  immense 
power  shown  by  the  author,  his  extraordinary  skill  in  psychological  analysis,  and  the 
'savage  indignation,'  the  almost  morbid  sympathy,  which  he  exhibits  when  he 
describes  the  sorrows  and  sufferings  of  the  needy  and  the  oppressed.  It  is  not  a 
book  to  be  ekimmed  or  glanced  through.  It  ought  to  be  carefully  studied;  otherwise 
its  great  merit  may  be  overlooked." — Athenxum. 


In  One  Volume,  crown  &vo,  price  5s, 

THE  FRIEND  OF  THE  FAMILY;  and  THE 

GAMBLER.  Translated  from  the  Original  Russian  by  F. 
Whishaw. 

"  Dostoieffsky  is  one  of  tt3  keenest  observers  of  humanity  amongst  modem 
uovelists.  Both  stories  are  very  valuable  as  pictures  of  a  society  and  a  people  with 
whom  we  are  imperfectly  acquainted,  but  who  deserve  the  closest  scru'iuy." — Pub.ic 
Opinion.   


In  One  Volume,  crown  8vo,  containing  nearly  500  2)ages,  price  6s. 

THE  IDIOT.    Translated  from  the  Original  Russian 
by  F.  Whishaw. 

"  There  are  three  Bussiaa  novelists  who,  though,  with  one  exception,  little  known 
out  of  their  own  country,  stand  head  and  shoulders  above  most  of  their  contem- 
poraries. The  one  with  the  most  marked  Individuality  of  character,  probably  the 
most  highly  gifted,  is  auquestiocably  Dostoieffsky." — Spectator. 


By  M.  U.  LERMONTOFF. 

With  Frontispiece  and  Memoir, in  OncVolume,  crown  8oo,  price  3s  6t/. 

A  HERO  OF  OUR  TIME. 

■'  Lermontoff's  genius  was  as  wild  and  erratic  as  his  stormy  life  and  tra"ic  end. 
But  it  had  the  true  ring,  and  his  name  is  enrolled  among  the  literal  v  immortals  of 
hia  country.  'A  Hero  of  Our  Timo'  is  utterly  unco;.ventional,  possesses  a  woirj 
interest  all  its  own,  and  is  in  every  way  a  remarkable  romance." — !p<:xlalor. 


CELEBRATED  RUSSIAN  NOVELS. 


By  FEDOR  DOSTOIEFFSKY. 
Third  Edition.    In  crown  8vo,  450  pages,  price  Gs, 

CRIME  AND  PUNISHMENT:  A  Realistic  Novel. 

" '  Crime  and  Punishiibnt,'  is  ous  of  the  most  moTinj  of  modera  novels.  It  is  the 
story  of  a  murder  and  of  the  punishment  which  dogs  the  murderer;  and  ita  effect 
is  unique  in  Action.  It  is  realism,  but  such  realism  as  M.  Zola  and  his  followers  do 
not  dream  of.  The  reader  knows  the  personages— strange,  grotesque,  terrible  per- 
sonages they  are— more  intimately  than  if  he  had  been  years  with  them  in  the  flesh. 
Ho  is  constrained  to  live  their  lives,  to  suffer  their  tortures,  to  scheme  and  resist 
with  them,  exult  with  them,  weep  and  laugh  and  despair  with  thom ;  he  breathes  the 
very  breath  of  their  nostrils,  and  with  the  madness  that  comes  upon  them  he  is 
afflicted  even  as  they.  This  sounds  extravagant  praise,  no  doubt;  but  only  to  those 
who  have  not  read  the  volume.  To  those  who  have,  we  are  sure  that  it  will  appear 
rather  under  the  mark  than  otherwise."— ^<Ae«K«in. 

"  The  13gures  in  the  grand,  ploomy  picture  are  a  handful  of  men  and  women  taken 
haphazard  from  the  crowd  of  the  Russian  capital  They  are  nearly  all  poor.  The 
central  figure  in  the  novel  is  one  of  those  impecunious  '  students,'  the  outcomes  of 
who?e  turbulent  brains  have  often  been  a  curse  where  they  were  intended  to  be  a 
blessing  to  their  country.    Sonia  is  a  figure  of  tragic  pathos.  A  strange 

fascination  attracts  Easkoluikoff  to  seek  her  out  in  her  own  lodgings,  a  bare  little 
room  in  an  obscure  street  of  St.  Petersburg ;  and  there,  in  the  haunt  of  impurity  and 
ein,  the  harlot  and  the  assassin  meet  together  to  read  the  story  of  Lazarus  aud  Dives. 
In  that  same  den  Eodia  confesses  his  crime,  and,  in  anguish  almost  too  deep  for 
words,  the  outcast  girl  implores  the  criminal  for  God's  sake  to  make  atonement." — 
Pall  Mall  Qazette. 

In  our  opifiion  Dostoieffsky's  finest  work  is  '  Crimr  and  Pdnishment.'  Though 
never  Zolaesque,  Dostoieffsky  is  intensely  realistic,  calls  a  spade  a  spade  with  the 
most  uncompromising  frankness.  He  describes  sin  in  its  most  hideous  shapes;  yet 
he  is  full  of  tenderness  and  loving  kindness  for  its  victims,  and  shows  us  that  even 
the  most  abandoned  are  not  entirely  bad,  aud  that  for  all  there  is  hope— hope  of 
redemption  and  regeneration.  Dostoieffsky  sounded  the  lowest  depths  of  human 
nature,  and  wrote  with  the  power  of  a  master.  None  but  a  Russian  and  a  genius 
could  draw  such  a  character  as  Eodia  Baskolnikoff,  who  has  been  aptly  named  '  The 
Hamlet  of  the  Madhouse.'  " — Spectator. 

"The  publisher  has  done  good  work  in  publishing  'CaiME  and  Punishment,' a 
translation  of  Dostoieffsky's  much-praised  novel — a  little  over-praised,  perhaps,  but 
a  strong  thing,  beyond  all  question." — World. 

" '  CaiMB  AND  Punishment  '  is  powerful,  and  not  without  a  certain  weird  fascina- 
tion."— Westminster  litview. 


UNCLE'S  DREAM;  and  THE  PERMANENT  HUS- 
BAND, [Shortly. 


CELEBRATED  RUSSIAN  NOVELS. 


By  NIKOLAI  V.  GOGOL. 

In  crown  8vo,  vith  Memoir  of  the  Autlior.  price  2s  6d 

DEAD  SOULS. 

"  Dead  Souls,''  Gogol's  masterpiece,  has  for  forty  years  remained  the  greatest 
work  of  Action  in  the  Russian  language.  The  incidents  of  the  story  are  ever  fresh  in 
people's  minds,  and  are  constantly  alluded  to  in  the  course  of  everyday  conversation 
throughout  the  length  and  breadth  of  the  Russian  empire.  Uany  of  Gogol's  sallies, 
too,  have  become  proverbial  expressions,  and  the  names  of  the  personages  whom  he 
introduced  to  his  compatriots  in  "Dead  Soula"  have  grown  as  familiar  in  their 
mouths  as  household  words. 

Ill  One  Volume,  crov:n  8co,  price  2s  6d. 

TARAS  BULBA,  with  ST.  JOHN'S  EVE,  and  Other 
Stories. 

"  Taras  Eulba  "  is  a  tole  of  the  Cossacks  in  which  the  author  (himself  a  descendant 
from  that  race)  describes  the  heroic  exploits  of  his  ancestors;  their  wild  mode  of  life 
and  warfare;  the  wonderful  scenery,  the  forests,  the  ponds,  the  wide  stretches,  and 
the  sky  of  the  steppes;  all  of  which  are  woven  together  in  the  form  of  Action,  and 
placed  before  the  reader  in  the  most  picturesque  and  vivid  prose,  which  equals  in 
beauty  the  accents  of  the  noblest  poetry. 


NEW  FRENCH  NOVELS. 

In  One  Volume,  3s  6d. 

A  CRUEL  ENIGilA.    By  Paul  Bourget,  Trans- 
lated without  Abridgment  from  the  18th  French  Edition. 

"M.  Bourget's  most  remarkable  work,  'A  Cruel  Enigma,'  has  placed  him  above 
all  competitors.  The  rare  qualities  of  poet  and  critic  which  blend  with  and  complete 
each  other  in  this  writer's  mind,  have  won  him  the  spontaneous  applause  ot  that 
feminine  circle  to  which  his  writings  seem  specially  dedicated,  as  well  as  the 
weighty  approbation  of  connoisseurs." — Aihenxtim. 


In  One  Volume,  3,<  Qd. 

MY  BROTHER  YVES.    By  Pierre  Loti. 

"A  wonderfully  vivid  picture." — Literary  World. 

"May  be  cordially  welcomed  in  its  English  dres?."— <S<.  James's  Gazelle. 


VIZETELLY  &  CO..  42  CATHERINE  ST.,  STRAND,  LONDON. 


42,  Catiiekixe  Street,  Strand, 
Settembee,  1887. 

l^IZETELLY  &  CO!S 
NEW  BOOKS, 
AND  NEIV  EDITIONS 

Re-issue  of  Choice  Illustrated  Books  of  the 
Eighteenth  Century 

VlzETELiA'  &  Co.  beg  to  announce  that  they  have  made  an-angemeats  for  th 
carl}'  publication  of  translatious  of  some  of  the  most  charming  illustrated  volume 
liroduced  in  France  at  the  latter  part  of  the  IStli  century.  These  works,  so  highl 
prized  by  amateurs,  are  distinguished  for  their  numerous  graceful  designs  by  Eise> 
Marilliek,  Cochin,  Moeeat',  Le  Baueier,  &c.,  finely  engraved  on  cojiper  by  L 
ifiRE,  LoNouEiL,  Alia-MET,  Baciji'oy,  Binet,  1)elaunay,  and  others.  The  volume; 
which  will  be  printed  on  handmade  paper,  with  the  engravings  on  India,  Japanese 
or  Dutcli  paper,  will  be  produced  in  the  most  perfect  style,  and  issued  in  tastel'i 
bindings. 

I. 

THE  KISSES  PRECEDED  BY  THE  MONTH  OF  MAY  b 

Claude  Joseph  Douat.  Illustrated  with  47  Copper-plate  Engravings  froi 
designs  by  Eisen  and  Marillier. 

11. 

THE  TEMPLE  OF  GNIDUS.  By  Montesquieu,  with  a  Preflice  b 
Octave  Uzanne.  Illustrated  with  15  Copper- plate  Engravings  from  design 
by  Eisen  and  Le  Barbier. 

III. 

DAPHNIS  AND  CHLOE.  By  Longus.  illustrated  with  numerou 
Copper-plate  Engravings  from  designs  by  Eisen,  Gerard,  Prudhon,  &s. 

IV. 

THE  ORIGIN  OF  THE  GRACES.  By  Mdiie.  Dioxis  Duse.iouh 

Illustrated  with  Copper-plate  Engravings  from  designs  by  Cochin. 


In  lai-(je  octavo,  heautifulhj  jrrinlal  and  hound,  and  illiKtratcd  iviih 
40  charming  Etchings  by  Paul  Acril,  printed  in  the  led. 

MY  UNCLE  BARBASSOU.  By  Mario  Uchard. 

Uniform  with  the  above,  illustrated  with  fall-page  Etchings  by  Charles  Courtry. 

THE  BOHEMIANS  OF  THE  LATIN  QUARTER  (Scenes  d. 

la  Vio  /1p  Hrvlipmp"!      Rv  Hf.nt!I  Mtdcifr 


2    VIZETELLY  &>  CO.'S  A'EIV  BOOKS        NEIF  EDITIONS. 

NEW    UNABRIDGED   TRANSLATIONS  FROM 
THE  FRENCH. 

NEAV    XOVELS    BY    M.   EMILE    ZOLA    AXD    THE    AUTHOR  OF 
"THE  IRONMASTER." 
To  be  Ready  during'  tlie  Autumn. 

In  crovn  Svo,  irilli  Pnqc  lUufit rations,  price -Qs. 

THE    SOIL.    (La  Terre.) 

By  EMILE  ZOLA. 

In  a  recent  letter  to  Messrs.  Vizetelly  &  Co.  M.  Zola  says— 

"  '  The  Soil  '  is  the  story  of  the  French  peasant,  his  love  of  land,  his  struggle  to  acquire  it, 
his  crushing  toil,  his  Ijrief  delights,  and  his  great  m'sery.  The  i'e;ts:int  is  here  studied  in  connec- 
tion with  relii;ion  and  politics,  and  his  ]irr:seiit  condition  is  explained  by  reference  tn  his  pa-t 
history.  His  picture  even  is  foreshadowed  with  the  part  he  would  possibly  play  in  a  socialistic 
revolution.  Of  course  all  this  remains  in  the  background  of  the  drama,  which  describes  how  a 
father  in  his  old  age  divides  his  property  among  his  children,  with  the  result  that  he  suffers  a 
long  and  abomin.able  martyrdom.  The  story  follows  tragical  lines,  l)ut  there  is  also  a  secondary 
plot — the  love  side  of  the  stoiy,  a  quarrel  between  two  sisters  both  anxious  to  marry  the  same 
man,  on  account  of  the  land  he  posses.'es.  To  be  brief,"  adds  M.  Zola,  "  I  have  endeavoured  to  deal 
with  the  French  X)easant  in  this  book,  just  as  I  dealt  with  the  Paris  workman  in  the  Afsommo'r. 
I  have  endeavoured  to  write  his  history,  to  describe  his  manners,  passions  and  sorrows,  in  the 
fatal  situation  and  cii'cumstances  in  which  he  finds  himself." 


In  crown  Svo,  price  7s.  6d. 
WILL.      (Volontti.)     By  GEORGES  OHXET. 


In  croirn  Sro,  pirice  'is.  Qd. 

FANNY.     By  ERNEST  FEYDEAU 

From  the  latest  French  Edition. 


In  c.-own  Svo,  2>ricc  3-s.  6(/.     Uniform  icith  "A  CRUEL  ExiGMA." 

A  LOVE   CRIME.  By  paul  bourget. 

From,  the  17th  French  Edition. 
JJ'i'u  vpvards  of  100  Eminivim/s,  Ornrirnnital  linardf;,  price  Ss.  Qd, 

THE  EMOTIONS  OF  POLYDORE  MARASQUIN. 

By  LEOX  GOZLAX. 

NEW   VOLUMES   OF   THE  BOULEVARD  NOVELS. 

In  small  Svo,  jiricc  2s.  6d_. 

A    LADIES'    MAN.    By  Gl-y  de  Maupas.saxt. 

Fro)n  the  20fh  French  Edition. 
In  small  Sen,  price  2s.  6d. 

A  WOMAN'S  LIFE,        r,.iv  t»«  ^aupassam. 


VI ZE  TELLY  &^  CO.'S  NEW  BOOKS  6^  NEW  EDITIONS.  3 


RECENTLY    PUBLISHED  MASTERPIECES 
OF    FRENCH  FICTION. 


With  17  hiijli-cla^s  ELchincp  after  Toudoiize,  price  10s.  6d.,  dfrjanllij  Loiind. 

MADEMOISELLE  DE  MAUPIN.  By  Theophile  Gautier. 

"  G.iutier  is  an  iuimitible  model.  His  m  inner  is  so  li^^ht  and  true,  so  really  creitive,  liis  f.incy 
.so  alert,  his  tvste  so  liappy,  his  huaiour  sj  genial,  tliat  hj  mikes  illusion  almost  as  contagious  its 
laughter." — JlR.  Henry  James. 


niiistrated  with  Etchings  by  French  Artists,  price  6s.,  df(jnnthj  hound. 

MADAME   B OVARY     Provincial  Manners.    By  Gustave  Fl.vubhrt. 

Tr.^nslated  bv  E.  JI ARX-AvELiXG.  With  an  Introduction  and  Notes  of  the 
proceedings  against  the  autlior  before  the  "Tribunal  Correctionnel "  of  Paris. 

"*Midam3  Bjvary'  ^jvips  yi)ur  very  vitals  with  an  invincible  power,  lil^c  some  scene  you 
hive  really  witnessed,  som;  event  which  is  actually  happening  before  your  eyes.  ' — EiiiLK  Zola. 


With  a  Portrait  of  the  Author,  from  a  drawing  by  Fl.vubert's  niece,  price  6s. 
SALAMBO.    By  GusTAVE  Flaubert. 
Translated  from  the  French  "Edition  DijiFiNiTrvE  "  by  J.  S.  CHARTRES. 

"  The  Translator  has  thoroughly  imderstood  the  original,  and  has  succeeded  in  putting  it  into 
goad  English,  'J'he  type,  paper,  and  material  e.'cecution  of  the  volume,  inside  and  oat,  leave 
nothing  tj  be  desired." — We&tniinstev  Ktchtr, 


Illustrated  with  highly  finished  Etchings,  price  6s.,  hindsomcly  hound. 
GERMINIE  LACERTEUX.     By  Edmond  and  Jules  ue  Goxcourt. 

"It  is  a  complete  lesson  of  moval  and  physical  anatomy.  The  novelist  throws  a  woman  on  to 
the  slab  of  the  amphitheatre  and  patieutly  dis.suct^!  her  ;  and  this  suffices  to  uncover  a  who'e 
h  eeding  corner  of  humanity.  The  reader  feels  the  sobs  rising  in  his  thruat,  ani  it  hap])-  ns  ti.at 
thii  dissjctioii  becomes  a  heart-rendiug  speccaci  ,  full  of  the  highest  morality." — Emile  Zola. 


In  tasteful  bindivg,  Z.t.  Qd, 

A   CRUEL   ENIGMA.    By  Paul  Bourget. 

TrANSL.VTED  WITHOUT  ABRIDGMENT  FROM  THE  18tH  FRENCH  EDITION. 

'■  M.  Bju'-got's  most  remark  ib'e  work,  '  A  Cruel  E^iigma,'  has  placed  him  above  all  competi- 
t'lri.  T.ie  rare  qualities  of  poet  and  critic  v/hiih  blend  with  and  complete  each  other  in  this 
writer's  mind  have  won  him  the  spoutmeous  applause  of  that  feminine  circle  to  which  his 
writings  seem  specially  ded. cited,  as  well  as  t  le  wcigtity  npprobation  of  ooimoisseurs."— ^(/tc/ucu)?!. 


Illustrated  with  16  jKirjc  Eagravings,  price  3s.  6d.,  attractively  bound. 

PAPA,  MAMMA,  AND  BABY    By  Gust.u-e  Droz. 

TRANsr,.VTED  WITHOUT  ABRIDGMENT  FRO.M  THE  130tH  FrENCII  EDITION. 
"The  lover  who  is  a  husband  and  the  wife  who  is  in  love  with  the  man  she  has  married  have 
never  before  been  so  attractively  portrayed  "—i'itforici;  World. 

TWELFTH  THOUSAND. 
With  32  highly  finished  page  Engravings,  cloth  gilt,  price  3s.  6d. 
SAPPHO  :  Parisian  Manners.    By  Alphonse  Daudet. 
Transl.\te"  without  Abridgment  from  the  IOOtii  French  Edition. 


4   VIZETELLY  ijr-  CO.'S  NEIV  BOOKS        AEIV  EDITIONS. 


Specimen  of  the  Engravings  in  DAUDET'S  "SAPPHO.  ' 


"  '  Sappho  may,  witliout  exa<.'t;erati(in,  Ipo  descrilied  iis  a  g'-uwiny  picture  of  I'arisian  life,  with 
all  it.s  diversity  of  cljanuters,  with  it8  Jiobemian  Hnd  halt'-worlii  circles  that  are  to  be  found 
nowlie  u  elae;  with  all  its  special  iiiimornlity.  in  short,  but  also  wiih  tiie  torch  of  poetiythat 
saves  it  from  utter  corruption,  ami  with  the  keen  artistic  sense  that  preserves  its  votaries  from 
ubsjlute  degradation."— i>ai/j(  Telegraph. 

VIZETELLY  <fc  CO.'S  Edition  of  "  SAPPHO"  con.'aina  every  line  of  the 
criqhml  work,  and  is  the  only  complete  version.  All  others  are  either  expurgated  or 
abridged. 


VIZETELLY  &-  CO.'S  NEW  BOOKS        NEW  EDITIONS.  S 


MISS    F-    MABEL    ROBINSON'S  NOVELS. 

Ready  Early  in  October.    //„  2  vols.,  crown  8i'o,  2)rici  16s. 

THE  PLAN  OF  CAMPAIGN. 

Third  Elition,  one  vol.,  jiricc  3s.  G;/. 

DISENCHANTMENT. 

"  '  DiSENCHANTViEN-T  '  is  a  noTol  uf  considerable  power.  There  is  not  one  of  the  characters  which 
d033  not  become  more  and  more  an  actnal  man  or  woman  as  one  turns  the  pat^es.  The 
book  is  full  of  humour  and  thj  liveliest  and  healthiest  appreci  ition  of  the  tender  and  emotional 
side  of  life,  and  the  accuracy — the  almost  relentless  accuracy— with  whicli  the  depths  of  life  are 
sounded,  is  startling  in  the  work  of  an  almost  unknown  writer." — Pall  Mall  dazette. 

•'Some  of  the  scenes  are  given  with  remarkably  impressive  power,  rendered  the  more  effective 
V)y  the  side-play  of  widely  contrasted  characters  which,  while  interesting  in  themselves,  serve  to 
bring  out  the  central  portr  tits  all  tlie  more  fully.  The  book  is  altogether  of  exceptional  interest 
as  an  original  study  of  la.my  sides  of  actual  human  nature." — Tlic  Oraphic. 

Third  Edition,  one  vol.,  2)rice  3s.  6rf. 

MR.  BUTLER'S  WARD. 

"  A  charming  book,  poetically  conceived,  and  worked  out  with  tenderness  and  insight."— 
Athenizum. 

"  The  heroine  is  a  very  happy  conception,  a  beautiful  creation  whose  affectin,'  history  is 
treated  with  much  delicacy,  sympathy,  and  command  of  all  tliat  is  touching." — I  lustrated  Nems. 

"  All  the  characters  are  new  to  fiction,  and  the  author  is  to  be  conarr.itulated  on  having  made 
so  full  and  original  a  haul  out  of  the  supposed  to  be  exhausted  ^vaters  of  modern  society." 
— Graphic.   

MR.    GEORGE    MOORE'S    REALISTIC  NOVELS. 

In  one  vol.,  price  3s.  6c?. 

A    MERE    ACCIDENT:    A   Eealistic  Story. 

"The  *  Mere  Accii'Ent'  is  treated  with  a  power  and  pathos  which  only  serve  to  enhance  the 
painfulness  of  the  affair  " — l'cme.i. 

"  Mr.  Moore  is  one  of  our  most  powerful  novelists.  His  gift  of  imagination  and  pathos  are 
cspecidly  conspicuous  in  '  A  Mkre  Accidekt.'  " — Moriiwg  Post. 

"  'A  Memi:  AccibEs'x  '  is  one  of  the  most  agonising  tragedies  that  was  ever  written." — Society. 

Sixth  Edition,  price  3s.  Qd. 

A  DRAMA  IN  MUSLIN. 

"Mr.  Ceorge  Moore's  work  stands  on  a  very  much  higher  plane  than  the  facile  fiction  of  the 
circulating  librarits.  The  hiaeous  comedy  of  the  marriage-market  has  been  a  stock  topic  with 
novelists  from  Thackeray  downwards  ;  but  -Mr.  Moore  goes  deep  into  the  yet  more  liideoiis  tragedy 
whiih  forms  its  afterpiece,  the  tragedy  of  enfoiced  stagnant  celib.icy,  with  its  double  catastrophe 
of  disease  and  vice." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

Eleventh  Edition,  carefully  lu  ciscd,  and  with  a  Special  rreface,  piriee  2s. 

A  MUMMER'S  WIFE. 

"  A  striking  book,  different  in  tone  trom  current  English  fiction.  The  woman's  character  is 
a  very  powerful  study." — Atkpnoiiim. 

"A  Mummer's  Wife,  in  virtue  of  its  vividness  of  presentation  and  real  literary  skill,  may  be 
regarded  as  a  representative  example  of  tbo  work  of  a  literary  school  that  has  of  late  years 
attracted  to  itself  a  good  deal  of  notoriety." — Spectatvr. 

"  '  A  Mummer's  Wi'e' holds  at  present  a  unique  position  among  Enghsh  novels.  It  is  a 
conspicuous  success  of  its  kind." — Grapidr. 

Fourth  Edition,  price  2.s-. 

A   MODERN  LOVER. 

"Mr.  Moore  has  a  real  power  of  drawing  chdracter,  and  some  of  his  descriptive  scenes  are 
capital." — St.  James's  ilazetle. 

"  It  would  be  difficult  1 1  praise  too  hifhlv  the  strength,  truth,  delicicy,  and  pathos  of  the 
incident  of  Gwynnie  l.luy.l.  and  the  admiral  le  treatment  of  the  great  sacrifice  she  makes.  The 
incl 


6     VIZETELLY  &^  CO.'S  NEIV  BOOK'S  &-  NEiV  EDITIOAS. 


CELEBRATED    RUSSIAN  NOVELS. 

By  COUNT  LYOF  TOLSTOI. 

In  crown  8vo,  i^'icc  5«. 

THE  COSSACKS,  AND  RECOLLECTIONS  OF 
SEBASTOPOL. 

In  crown  8io,  jrrlcc  S;-. 

MY  HUSBAND  AND   I,  AND   THE   DEATH  OF 
IVAN  ILHTCH. 

Count  Tolstoi'ij  Masterpiece. 
Second  Edition.    In  croicn  8vo,  7 SO  pages,  2'>r ice  7s.  Gd. 

ANNA  KARENINA. 

"  To  say  that  the  book  is  fascinating  would  be  but  pour  jiraise.  It  is  a  drama  of  life,  f»f  which 
every  page  is  iialpitatiiig  with  intense  and  real  life,  and  its  grand  lesson,  '  Vengeance  is  Jline,  I  will 
repay,'  is  ever  jn'esent." — J'i'II  Moll  Ci'zette. 

"  It  has  not  only  the  veiy  hue  of  life,  bnt  its  movement,  its  advances,  its  strange  jianses,  it? 
seeming  reversions  to  former  conilitions,  and  its  perpetual  change,  its  ajiparent  snlations,  its 
essential  solidarity.  It  is  a  world,  and  yi_'U  live  in  it  while  you  read,  and  long  afterwards."— 
Harper's  Monthly. 

Count  Tolstoi's  Gueat  Realistic  Xovel. 
Second  Edition.    In  Three  ]'ols.,  croivn  8ro,  price  5s.  each. 

WAR  AND  PEACE. 

1.  BEFORE  TILSIT.    2.  THE  IXVASIOX.    3.  THE  FRENCH  AT  MOSCOW 

"  Incomparably  Count  Tolstoi's  greatest  work  is  '  War  and  Peace.'  " — Saturday  Heri>:ij\ 
"  Count  Tolstoi's  magniticeiit  novel." — Athemviim. 

"  Count  Tnlsti li  s  adniiral_»le  work  may  be  warmly  recommended  to  novel  readers.  His  pictures 
of  Imperial  society — the  people  who  move  round  the  Czar— are  as  intei'csting  and  as  vi\  id  as  his  battle 
si;eni*s." — S7.  Jaiui^s  s  (iazcttr. 

"  The  interest  of  the  Imok  is  not  concentrated  in  a  hero  and  a  heroine.  The  other  personages  are 
studied  with  equal  minute  elalioration  .  .  and  ]iass  before  us  in  scenes  ui>on  whiidi  the  author 
has  lavished  jiains  and  kiiowieilge.  He  describes  society  as  it  appeals  to  a  calm,  severe  critic.  He 
understands  and  respects  goodness,  and  sets  before  us  all  that  is  lovable  in  Russian  domestic  life.' 
—J'uU  Mall  Gazette. 

In  croicn  Svi>,tcith  a  Portrait  of  Count  Tol.sfoi,  price  as. 

CHILDHOOD,  BOYHOOD,  AND  YOUTH,  bshorthj. 

By  NIKOLAI  Y  GOGOL. 

I/i  croivn  Sco,  with  Memoir  of  the  ^luthor,  price  '2s.  6d. 

DEAD  SOULS. 

"  Dead  S'  uls,"  Gogol's  irasterpicc?,  has  for  forty  yeias  remained  the  greatest  work  of  fiction 
in  the  Kui-sian  langunge.  The  incidents  of  the  story  are  ever  Irosh  in  people's  minds,  and  aie 
constantly  allude  1  lo  in  the  eouise  of  everyday  eonvers:.tion  througliout  tlie  length  and  breaoth 
<  f  the  lUi.-sian  empire.  .M:iijy  of  Gogol's  sallies,  too.  have  become  i.irovei  bial  ex]»rttsions,  and  the 
iiaiiies  of  the  personages  whom  he  introduced  to  his  comjiatiiots  iu  '*  L'ead  fcouls  ''  have  grown  aa 
familiar  in  their  mouths  as  houtehold  woids. 

In  croirn  8ro,  price  '2.s.  f>d. 

TARAS  BULEA,  WITH   ST.  JOHN'S  EVE,  AND 
OTHER  STORIES. 

''Tanis  Bulba  "  is  a  talc  of  the  C'ns^Rckp,  in  which  t!  e  author  (himself  a  dcsccnd.int  from  that 
race)  dcbcnbcw  the  liciuic  txpkiits  of  his  antcstuis:  tlioir  wjld  iiu'dc  of  lile  and  warlaie;  ihe 
wondeiful  sccitciy,  the  lonsts,  ihc  iiunds,  the  \^ide  .stnt.hcs,  and  tLc  sky  of  tho  stti'pc^  ;  .ill  t>t 
which  are  \\uvcu  to^^ather  in  tlie  loim  of  fiction,  and  j-hiccd  before  the  reader  iu  the  mv:^t 
l»icturesque  aLd  vivid  prose,  which  ^ouais  in  b.  ;iiiiv  ib**       "t^  ..f  tiic  nnhip^t 


^    VIZEJ ELLY       CO:S  NEW  BOOKS       NEIV  EDITIONS. 

CELEBRATED    RUSSIAN  nQ>M^V.S-coMaa(d. 
r.y   FKDUR  DOSTOIEFFSKY. 

Ti-anslalcd  from  the  orUjuud  Rass'ian  by  Fnd.  IVhibhau'. 

"  Tliere  are  tlireu  Russian  novelists  who,  tliou;,'h,  with  oneexception,  little  known  out  'jf  their  < 
country,  stand  head  and  shoulders  above  most  of  their  contemporaries.  In  tlie  opinion  of  some 
i]idiHerent  critics,  they  are  superior  to  all  other  novelists  of  this  generation.  Two  of  th 
Uostoietlsky  and  Turgenieti;  died  not  long  ago,  the  third,  Lyof  Tolst.d,  still  lives.  The  one  with 
most  niarked  individuality  of  character,  probably  the  most  highly  gitted,  was  unquesti<jua 
Dostuietfsky." — .Sjit'c(u<  /■. 

Ill  crov)n  8ro,  price  iis. 

UNCLE'S  DREAM,  &  THE  PERMANENT  HUSBAND. 

//(  crown  Svo,  coiilaiuing  near?//  500  imrji's,  price  6i(. 

THE  IDIOT 

"The  Xovel  is  unquestionably  a  woik  of  great  power  and  uriginalitj-.  M.  Dostoieff 
crowds  tii^i  canvas  with  living  orgaiasnis,  dei)icted  witii  t.xireuic  viMdne^s."-  -.S'.(//.M*(U*i. 

Ill  crotrn  Svo,  price  5s. 

THE  FRIEND  OF  THE  FAMILY,   &   THE  GAMBLEF 

"  DcstciLffsky  is  one  of  the  keenest  observers  of  liumaiiity  nmoiig--t  modem  novelists.  B 
.st'ries  are  Vdi-y  VMluablo  as  ^'iciur  ew  of  a  sncittyand  a  pe^  pie  with  whom,  we  uro  itiiperfei 
acquainted,  but  who  deseive  the  closest  scrutiny."  —Fabiic  Opinion. 

Third  Edition,  i)i  croicii  Srt',  with  Portrait  and  Memoir,  price  6s, 

INJURY  AND  INSULT 

That  '  Injury  and  Insult'  is  a  powerful  novel  few  will  deny.  Vania  is  a  marvellous  charac 
Once  read,  tlie  bonk  can  never  be  forgotten." — 67.  Stciihen's  l^ci-(ci'\ 

"  A  masterpiece  of  tictioii.    Tlie  author  has  treate<l  with  consummate  tact  the  difficult  charai 
of  Natasha  'the  incarnation  and  the  slave  of  passion.'    JShe  lives  and  breathes  in  these  vivid 
and  [he  reader  is  drawn  into  the  vortex  of  her  anguish,  and  rejoices  when  she  breaks  free  Irom 
chain." — Morning  I'o^t. 

Third  Edition.    In  c  rjivn  Svo.  450  pages,  p  -ice  Cs. 

CRIME  AND  PUNISHMENT. 

"  DostoiefTsky  is  one  of  the  most  remarkable  of  modern  writers,  and  his  book,  'Cr 
AND  Pi  NisHMENT,'  is  one  of  the  most  moving  of  modern  novels.    It  is  the  story  of  a  murder 
of  the  jiunishnient  which  dogs  the  murderer  ;  and  its  etlect  is  unique  in  fiction.    It  is  realism, 
such  realism  as  il.  i^ola  and  his  followers  do  nut  dre.im  of.    The  leader  knows  the  jiersonage 
strange,  grotesque,  terrible  personages  they  are  -more  intimately  than  if  he  liatl  lieen  years  \\ 
them  in  the  flesh.    He  is  constrained  to  live  their  live.*,  to  sulifer  their  tortures,  to  scheme  , 
resist  with  them,  exult  with  them,  weep  and  laugh  and  despair  with  them  ;  he  breathes  the  v 
breath  of  their  nostrils,  and  with  the  madness  that  comes  ujion  them  he  is  altlictcil  even  as  th 
This  sounds  extravagant  praise,  no  doubt;  but  only  to  those  who  have  not  read  the  volume, 
those  who  have,  we  are  sure  that  it  will  appear  rather  under  the  mark  than  otherwise." — 

AllniiU  lim. 

■' Hostiiielfsky  sounded  the  lowest  depths  of  human  nature,  and  wrote  with  the  power  o 
master.  X<ine  but  a  Kussian  and  a  genius  could  draw  such  a  character  as  Kodia  Kaskoluikolf,  v 
has  been  aptly  named  the  'Hamlet  of  the  Madhouse.'" — The  f'j'utu  nr. 


By  M.  U.  LERMONTOFF 

III  crown  Sen,  ivith  Frontispiece,  -price  .3s.  &d. 

A  HERO  OF  OUR  TIME. 

"  Lermontoff's  genius  was  as  wihl  and  >rratic  as  his  stormy  life  and  tragic  end.  But  it  had 
true  ring,  ami  his  name  is  enrolled  among  the  literary  ioimorlals  of  his  country.  '  A  Hero  of  ( 
Time'  is  utterlv  uneonveiitional,  possesses  a  weird  interest  all  its  own,  and  is  in  every  wa; 
remarkable  romance." — Sprdatur. 


THE    MERMAID  SERIES. 


"  I  lie  and  dream  of  your  full  Merma'D  wine.'* 

Master  Francis  Beautiiont  to  Ben  Jors^n. 

Now  Publishing, 

In  Ilalf-Crown  monthly  vols.,  post  Svo,  each  volume  containing  500  pages  and 
an  etched  frontispiece,  bound  in  cloth  uith  cut  or  uncut  edges. 

An  Unexpurgated  Edition  of 

THE  BEST  PLAYS 

OF 

THE   OLD  DRAMATISTS, 

U.XDER  THE  General  Editorship  of  H.VVELOCK  ELLIS. 

In  the  Mermaid  Series  are  being  issued  the  best  plays  of  the  Elizabethan  and  later 
dramatists — plays  which,  with  Shakespeare's  works,  constitute  the  chief  contribution  ol 
the  English  spirit  to  the  literature  of  the  world.  The  Editors  who  have  given  their 
assistance  to  the  undertaking  include  men  of  literary  eminence,  who  have  distinguished 
themselves  in  this  field,  as  well  as  younger  writers  of  ability. 

Each  volume  contains  on  an  average  five  complete  plays,  prefaced  by  an  Introductory 
Notice  of  the  Author.  Great  care  is  taken  to  ensure,  by  consultation  among  the  Editors, 
that  the  Plays  selected  are  in  every  case  the  best  and  most  representative — and  not  the 
most  conventional,  or  those  which  have  lived  on  a  merely  accidental  and  traditional 
reputation.  A  feature  will  be  made  of  plays  by  little  known  writers,  which  although  often 
so  admirable  are  now  almost  inaccessible.  In  every  instance  the  utmost  pains  is  taken 
lo  secure  the  best  text,  the  spelling  is  modernised,  and  brief  but  adequate  notes  are 
supplied.  In  no  case  do  the  Plays  undergo  any  process  of  expurgation.  It  is  believed 
that,  although  they  may  sometimes  run  counter  to  what  is  called  modem  taste,  the  free 
and  splendid  energy  of  Eliz.ibethan  art,  with  its  extreme  realism  and  its  extreme  idealism — 
i  mbodying,  as  it  does,  the  best  traditions  of  the  English  Drama— will  not  suffer  from  the 
frankest  representation. 


VIZETELLY        CO.'S  NEW  BOOKS  &-  NEIV  EDITIONS 


VOLUMES    ALREADY  PUBLISHED. 


Containing  ^'2$,  pages,  and  an  engraved  mr~~ofint  Portrait  of  Conijrcve,  from  t) 
2)ii:turc  by  Sir  (Godfrey  Kncllir. 

TSB    COMPLETE    PLAYS     OP    WILLIAM  CONGRE'^ 

Edited  and  annotated  by  Alex.  C.  Ewald. 

In  Two  Vols.,  each  containing  iijnvards  of  500  })agcs,  and  with  Engrtif/d  Fortraii 

Beaumont  and  Fletcher. 

THE   BEST   PLAYS    OF   BEAUMONT  AND  PLETCHI 

With  an  Introduction  and  Notes  by  J.  St.  Loe  Stiiachey. 

Containing  nearly  500  jiages  and  an  Elelu'd,  Portrait  of  Middleton. 

THE   BEST   PLAYS    OP   THOMAS    MIDDLETON.  AVitb 
Introduction  by  Algf.enox  Charles  Swinburne. 

With  an  Etched  Full-length  Portrait  of  Allcyn,  the  Actor,  frctn  the  Picture  at 
Dulwich  College,  the  Third  Edition  of 

THE  BEST  PLAYS  OP  CHBISTOPHEB,  MARLOWE.  Edi 

with  Critical  Memoir  and  Notes,  by  Havelock  Ellis,  and  containing  a  Gcr 
Introduction  to  the  Series  by  J.  Addington  Symonps. 

Containing  528  pages  ami  an  Etched  Portrait  of  Massingcr,  the  Second  Edition 

THE    BEST    PLAYS    OP    PHILIP    MASSINGER.  Witl 
Critical  and  Biographical  Essay  and  Notes  by  Arthur  Symons. 

To  be  followed  by 

THE    BEST    PLAYS    OP    THOMAS    DEKKER,  Edited 
E11XE.ST   Khys  —  of  JAMES  SHIRLEY,   Edited  by  Edmund  Gosse 
THOMAS  HEY  WOOD,  Edited  by  J.  Addington  Symonds— of  THOJ 
OTWAY,  Edited  by  the  Hon.  Rcdex  Noel— of  JOHN  FORD,  Editec 
Havelock  Ellis— of  BEN  JONSON,  2  Vols.,  Edited  by  C.  H.  Herford. 

ALSO  NERO  AND  OTHER  PLAYS,  Edited  by  Herbert  P.  Hoi 
etc.    ARDEN  OF  FEVERSHAM,  and  other  Plays  attributed  to  Shakespe 
Edited  by  Arthur  Symons  ;  and  THE   BEST  PLAYS   OF  WEBS' 
AND  CYRIL    TOURNEUR,    CHAPMAN,    MARSTON,  ROWLEY, 
FIELD,    DRYDEN,  WYCHliRLEY,   APHRA  BEHN,  &c. 


VIZETELLY'S  ONE-VOLUME  NOVELS. 

CnEAPEM  ISSUE. 

"  The  idea  of  publishing  cheap  one-volume  novels  is  a  good  one,  and  we  wish  the  series  e 
tuccess." — Saturday/  Revkw.  gg    gjj  QSiCil 

THIRD  EDITION. 

DR.  PHILLIPS  :  A  Maida  Vale  IdjU.  By  Frank  Dan 

•' '  Dr.  Phillips  '  will  make  a  sciisatiou  second  to  w  ne  that  has  yet  bctn  made  in  the  woi 
fiction."—  WlatchuU  Rtci'ir. 

AN    EXILE'S    ROMANCE.    By  Arthur  Keyse 

Au/hor  ()/"", V„  English,"  "  Jiollars  and  Sense,"  d-c. 
"  A  very  bright  and  vivacious  novel."— i'wi;//  Tthgropli. 
"  Abounds  in  exciting  incidents,"-  MoDiirij  l'<  st . 


lo  VJZETELLY  &^  CO:S  NEIV  BOOKS        .\EIV  EDITIOX^ 


VIZETELLY'S   ONE   VOLUME  HOMEXS-conanxud. 
3s.  6d.  each. 

MY  BROTHER  YVES.  By  Pieeke  Loti. 

Tra as! ((ted  from  the  Eiijhli cnlh  Fcxcli  Edition. 
"  A  wonderfully  vivid  picture.'  — LiUrary  Woehf. 

"Pierre  Lciti  may  be  called  the  Clark  fiussull  cf  France.  His  novels  represent  the  1 
achievements  of  conteun-orary  French  tictiuu."— .-icfu^t //iy. 

THE  MEADOWSWEET  COMEDY. 

By  T.  a.  PIXKEKTOX. 

"  There  is  cltver  smart  writing  in  the  book,  and  Mr.  Tinkerton  is  certainly  not  tedious 

SvtvnJoy  R(  ctf  ic. 

"  The  plot  is  cne  of  love  and  intrigue  well  constructed,  "—.^o  ^^i/icn. 

CLOUD  AND   SUNSHINE.    (Noir  et  Ro£e.) 

By  GEORGES  OHXET,  Author  of  "The  Iroxmastee." 

Trandatcd  fnyni  the  60th  French  Edition  by  Mn.s.  Helen  Siutt. 

THIRD  EDITION. 

COUNTESS  SARAH. 

By  GEORGES  OHXET. 

TRANSLATED,  'WITHOUT  ABRIDGMENT,   FROM  THE  llSxii   FRENCH  EDITION 

"  The  hook  contains  some  very  powerful  situations  and  first-rate  character  studies. 
m.itehall  Review. 

THE  THREATENING  EYE. 

By  E.  F.  KXIGHT,  Author  of  "A  Cruise  in  the  Falcon." 

"  There  is  a  good  deal  of  power  about  this  romance." — Crnphlc. 

"  Full  of  estraf  rdirjaiy  power  and  originality.  The  stijiy  is  one  of  quite  exceptional  force  . 
mpressiveness."— J/ti/uAei-ftT  Examiner. 


SECOND  EDITIOy. 

PRINCE  ZILAH. 

By   JULES  CLARETIE. 

Translated  from  the  5~th  French  edition. 
"  Jl.  Jules  Claretie  has  of  late  taken  a  conspicuous  place  as  a  novLlist  in  France." — Times. 

THE  FORKED  TONGUE. 

By  E.  LAXGSTAFF  DE  HAVILLAXD,  M.A.,  Author  of  "  Ex.m.avep,"  i 

"  In  mnny  respects  the  story  is  a  nmarkable  one.  Its  men  and  women  are  drawn  with  pei 
and  without  pity  ;  their  follies  and  their  vices  are  painted  in  unmistakable  Culuurs  and  w 
a  skill  that  fascinates." — Hocieti/.  ' 


THE  TRIALS  OF  JETTA  MALAUBRET. 

By  victor  CHEEBULIEZ,  of  the  French  Academy. 

TRAN.SLATED   BY  THE  CUUNTL:s.S  G.   DE  LA  ROCHEFOUCAULD. 
"  '  Jetta  Malauhret '  reals  with  the  experiences  i  f  a  yi  ung  girl  who  is  taken  frum  a  convi 
Hnd  deliberately  plunged  into  a  s(.rt  of  society  calculated  t"  teach  her  the  utnn  i<t  ]  ('^sible  amoi 
of  worldly  wisdom — to  say  nothing  of  worse  things — in  the  shortest  possible  time.    The  ch 
acterization  and  dialogue  are  full  of  ciauancv  and  cleverness." — ^iociitv. 


"  Kiss  me,  dear,"  said  Atbeuais. 

In  large  cmcn  8to,  hcautifnUy  j^rinted  on  toned  paper,  price  5s.,  or  handsomely 
hound  I'-ilh  fjiJl  cdijis,  suitable  in  every  way  for  a  present,  6s. 
An  Illustrated  Edition  of  M.  Ohnet's  Celebrated  Novel, 

THE  IRONMASTER;  OR,  LOVE  AND  PRIDE. 

Containing  42  Full-Page  Engravings  by  French  Artists,  Printed 
Sepauate  from  the  Text. 
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VIZETELLY'S    ONE-VOLUME  UOMELS-^ontuiued. 
2s.  6d.  each. 

FIFTH  EDITIOX. 

THE  IRONMASTER;  OR,  LOVE  AND  PRIDE. 

By  GEORGES  OHNET. 

FROM   THE  146Tn   FRENCH  EDITION". 

"  Thia  work,  the  greatest  literary  success  in  any  language  of  recent  times,  has  already 
yielded  its  author  upwards  ot  £12,000." 

THIRD  EDITION. 

NUMA  ROUMESTAN ;  OR,  JOY  ABROAD  AND 

GRIEF    AT    HOME.     by  ALPHOXSE  DAUDET. 

"  '  Numa  Roumestan  '  is  a  masterpiece  ;  it  is  really  a  perfect  work  ;  it  has  no  fault,  no  weak- 
ness.   It  is  a  compact  and  haiTQonious  whole. " — Mr.  Hesey  James. 

SECOND  EDITION. 

THE  CORSARS;  OR,  LOVE  AND  LUCRE. 

I  By  JOHN  HILL. 

"  It  is  indubitable  that  Mr.  Hill  has  produced  a  strong  and  lively  novel,  full  of  story,  cha- 
rr.cter,  situations,  murder,  gold-mines,  excursions,  and  alarms.  Ihe  bcok  is  so  rich  in  promise 
tliat  we  hope  to  receive  some  day  from  Mr.  Hill  a  romance  which  will  win  every  vote." — 
katurday  Hevieic. 

SECOND  EDITION. 

PRINCE  SERGE  PANINE.  by  georges  ohnet. 

FROM  THE   110th   FRENCH  EDITION. 

"  This  excellent  version  is  sure  to  meet  with  large  success  on  our  side  of  the  Channel." — London 
Figaro. 

SECOND  EDITION. 

BETWEEN  MIDNIGHT  AND  DAWN. 

By  INA  L.  CASSILIS. 

"An  ingenious  plot,  cleverly  handled." — Athenaum. 

"The  interest  begms  with  the  first  page,  and  is  ably  sustained  to  the  conclusion." — Edirtburglt 
Courant. 

ROLAND;  OR  THE  EXPIATION  OF  A  SIN. 

By  ARY  ECILAW 

"  A  novel  entitled  'Roland'  is  creating  an  inimen'=e  sensation  in  Paris.  The  first,  second, 
ariri  third  editions  were  swept  away  in  as  many  days.  XL e  work  is  charmingly  written." — lliC 
II  o,  Id. 

ICARUS.     By  the  Avthor  of  '  A  Jaunt  ix  a  Junk." 

"  A  clever  book  with  an  original  and  ingenious  idea.  Well  fitted  to  amuse  the  leisure  of 
iiitn  ;*n(l  wt.nneu  of  the  world." — Mornhfj  I't'^it. 

•'  The  tale  is  admirably  told."— .^7.  Sliiheit's  Herieu: 

IN  THE  CHANGE  OF  YEARS.   By  FfiLl.SE  LOVELACE. 

'*  The  author  is  but  tuu  true  to  human  nature,  as  Thaokeniy  and  other  gfi'eat  artists  have  been 
befure  Uer." — Aoj<h-my. 
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MR.  E.  C.  GRENVILLE-MURRAY'S  WORKS. 

Third  and  Cheaper  Edition,  in  post  8vo,  434  pp.,  ivith  numerous  Page  and  other 
Engravings,  handsomely  hound,  price  5s. 

IMPRISONED  IN  A  SPANISH  CONVENT: 

AN  ENGLISH  GIRL'S  EXPERIENCES. 

"  Intensely  fascinating.  The  e^jjose  is  a  remarkable  one,  and  as  readable  as  remarkable."  — 
Socieii/. 

"  Excellent  specimens  of  their  author  in  his  best  and  brightest  mood."— Athenceum.  1 

"  Highly  dramatic."— Sco«S)»a».  '  •  Strikingly  interesting.  "—Literary  World. 


Instead  of  the  meek  couing  dove  with  naked  feet  and  a  dusty  face  who  had  talked  of  dying 
for  me,  I  had  now  a  bright-eyed  rosy-cheeked  companion  who  had  cambric  pocket-handkerchiefs 
with  violet  scent  on  them  and  smoked  cigarettes  on  the  sly." — Page  75. 


New  and  Cheaper  Edition,  Two  Vols,  large  post  8vo,  attractively  bound,  price  15s, 

UNDER  THE  LENS:  SOCIAL  PHOTOGRAPHS. 

ILLUSTRATED  WITH  ABOUT  300  BNGBAVINGS  BY  WELL-KNOWN  ARTISTS. 

CONTENTS  •  —  JILTS  —  ADVENTURERS  AND   ADVENTURESSES  —  HONOURABLE 

GENTLEM  EN  (M  P  3)-PUBLIC  SCHOOLBOYS  AND  UNDERGRADUATES- SPENDTHRIFTS 
-SOME  WOMEN  I  HAVE  KNOWN-ROUGHS  OF  HIGH  AND  LOW  DEGREE. 

"  Brilliant  highly-coloured  sketches.  containing  beyond  doubt  some  of  the  best  writing 
that  has  come  from  Mr.  Grenville-Murray's  pen."— St.  Janiu't  Gazette. 

"  Limned  audaciously,  unsparingly,  and  with  much  ability."— IToWA 

"  DUtinguiahed  by  their  pitiless  fidelity  to  nature."— Society. 
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MR.  E.  C.  GRENVILLE-MURRAY'S  WORKS-co)rfi«Met«. 


Seventh  Edition,  in  iwst  Svo,  handsomely  bound,  -priee  7s.  6c?. 

SIDE-LIGHTS  ON  ENGLISH  SOCIETY: 

^\tiC^ti  from  Stfe,  Sonal  ant(  Oatmeal. 

ILLUSTRATED   WITH   NEARLY  300   CHARACTERISTIC  ENGRAVINGS. 
CONTENTS  :— FLIRTS.  —  OX     HER     BRITANNIC    MAJESTY'S    SERVICE.  —  SEMI- 
DETACHED  WIVES.— NOBLE  LORDS.— YOUNG  WIDOWS.— OUR   SILVERED  YOUTH, 
OR  NOliLE  OLD  BOYS.  ^ 

"This  is  a  startling  book.  The  volume]is  expensively  and  elaborately  got  up;  the  writing  is 
bitter,  unsparing,  and  extremely  clever." — Vanity  Fair. 

"Mr.  Grenville-Murray  sparkle.s  very  steadily  thronghout  the  present  volume,  and  pnts  to 
excellent  use  his  incomparable  knowledge  of  lite  and  manners,  of  men  and  cities,  of  appearances 
and  facts.  Of  his  several  descants  upon  English  types,  1  shall  only  remark  that  they  are 
brilliantly  and  dashingly  written,  curious  as  to  their  matter,  and  admirably  readable." — Troth, 

"No  one  can  question  the  brilliancy  of  the  sketches,  nor  affirm  that  '  Side-Lights '  is  aught  but 
a  fascinating  book. .  The  book  is  destined  to  make  a  great  noise  in  the  world." — WhiteihaU 

Review. 


Third  Edition,  ivith  Frontispiece  and  Vignette,  price  2s.  6d. 

HIGH  LIFE  IN  FRANCE  UNDER  THE 

REPUBLIC : 

SOCIAL  AND  SATIRICAL  SKETCHES  IN  PARIS  AND  THE  PROVINCES. 

"  Take  this  book  as  it  stands,  with  the  limitations  imposed  upon  its  author  by  circumstances, 
and  it  will  be  found  very  enjoyable.  .  .  The  volume  is  studded  with  shrewd  observations  on 
French  life  at  the  present  day." — Spectator. 

"  A  very  clever  and  entertaining  series  of  social  and  satirical  sketches,  almost  French  in  their 
point  and  vivacity." — Contemporary  Review. 

"  A  most  amusing  book,  and  no  less  instructive  if  read  with  allowances  and  understanding." 
—  World. 

"  Full  of  the  caustic  humour  .and  graphic  ch.ar.acter-paintin?  so  characteristic  of  Mr.  Grenville- 
Murray'3  work,  and  dealing  trenchantly  yet  lightly  with  almost  every  conceivable  phaae  of 
B  jcial  political,'  official,  j  >urnalistic  and  theatrical  life. Society. 


i6  VIZETELLY  &^  CO.'S  NEIV  BOOKS        AEIV  EDITIONS. 

MR.   E.  C.   GRENVILLE-MURRAYS  WORKS-a-,</<««a;. 
Second  Edition,  in  large  8i-o,  tuaU-fuUij  hound,  with  gilt  edges,  jn  ice  \Qs.  dd. 
FOmimG  A  HANDSOME  VOLUME  FOR  A  PltESEXT. 

PEOPLE   I  HAVE  MET. 

Illustrated  with  54  ti/Ued  Page  Engravings,  from  Designs  by  Imled.  Daknakd. 


THE  EICII  WIDOW  (reduced  from  tlie  original  engraving). 


"  ^Ir.  Greiivine-Murray's  pages  sparkle  with  cleVL't-ness  and  with  a  shrewd  wit  caustic  or 
cynical  at  times,  but  by  no  means  exchuimLT  a  due  apjireriatiMU  (.'f  the  sijfter  \'irtues  uf  wtimen 
and  the  sterner  excellences  of  men.  The  talent  uf  the  artist  (Mr.  Barnard)  is  akin  to  that  of  the 
aiithor,  and  the  result  of  the  combination  is  a  book  that,  once  taken  up,  can  hardly  be  laid  down 
until  the  last  page  is  peruse<i." — Spectator. 

"  All  of  Mr.  Greuville-Murray's  portraits  are  clever  and  life-like,  and  some  of  them  are  not 
unworthy  of  a  model  who  was  more  before  the  author's  eyes  than  Addison — namely  Thackeray  " 
—  Tndh. 

"  Mr.  Grenville-Murray's  sketches  are  genuine  studies,  and  are  the  best  things  of  the  kind 
that  have  been  ptiblished  since  'Sketches  by  Bo:^.*  to  which  they  are  superior  in  the  sense  in 
^vhieh  artistically  executed  cliaraeter  ]">nrtraits  are  superior  to  caricatures."— .s7.  Jaraes's  Gazette. 

Nil  Imiik  iif  its  class  can  be  iininlcd  nut  sn  adniiiMbly  calculated  to  show  another  generation 
the  feiibles  and  peculiarities  uf  the  men  and  wunuii  of  uur  times." — MoDtinj  I'u^t. 

An  Edition  of  "PEOPLE  I  HAVE  MET"  is  published  in  smaU  8vo, 
with  Frontispiece  and  other  pag'e  Engraving's,  price  2s.  6d. 


In  post  8vo,  150  cntjrariiujf!,  clotli  gilt,  price  5s. 

Jilts  and  other  Social  Photographs. 


Uniform  with  the  above. 

Spendthrifts  and  other  Social  Photographs. 
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MR.   GEORGE  AUGUSTUS  SALA'S  WORKS. 


"  It  was  like  3'our  iiiii>ereiice  to  cume  biuui-chiii  ruuud  here,  loukiug  after  dc  wLitc  fulks'  wasb.n.' 


In  One  Volanie^  demy  8ro,        pages,  price  125.,  the  Sixrn  Edittox  oJ 

AMERICA  REVISITED, 

FROM  THE  BAY  OF  NEW  YORK  TO  THE  GULF  OF  MEXICO,*  FROM  LAKE  MICHIGAN 
TO  THE  PACIFIC,  including  a  sojourn  among  the  morm3ns  in  salt  la<e  city. 

ILLUSTRATED    WITH    NEAKLY    400  ENGRAVINGS. 

"In  '  America  Ri  visitod  Mr.  S.iLi  i.s  .seen  at  his  very  best;  better  even  tlian  in  his  Paris 
book  more  eveiilv  t-eiiial  and  gay,  and  with  a  frii.sher  subject  to  li  indle." — Wurld. 

"  Mr.  Sal.i'T  good  stories  lie  thick  as  plums  in  a  pudding  throujhout  thii  h  md  c  me  rvork."— 
rai  Had  Gazau. 
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MR.   G.   A.   SALA'S    WORKS— con/(/u(C(l 

III  demy  8ro,  handsomdy  prinfrd  on  hand-made  paper,  u-ith  the  Illiatrdlions  un 
India  papci-  mounted  (only  250  eopies  yri  nled),  priec  10s.  6d. 

UNDER  THE  SUN: 

ESSAYS   MAINLY   WIUTTEN   IN    HOT  COUNTRIES. 

A  New  Edition,  coiitainiiif;  several  Additional  Essa3'.s,  with  an  Etclied  Portrait 
of  the  Author  by  Uocouut,  and  12  full-page  Engravings. 

"  Thcro  are  nearly  f'^)ur  Immlred  pages  between  the  covers  uf  this  volume,  which  means  that 
they  contain  plenty  of  excellent  reading."— S(.  James's  Guzclte. 

Uni'/urm  icith  the  ahovc,  tclth  Frontispiece  and  other  Page  Engravinga. 

DUTCH  PICTURES,  and  PICTURES  DONE 
WITH  A  QUILL 

The  Graphic  remarks  :  "  We  have  received  a  sumptuous  new  edition  of  Mr.  G.  A.  Sala's  well- 
known  '  Dutch  Pictures.'  It  is  printed  on  rough  paper,  and  is  enriched  with  many  admirable 
illustrations." 

"  J!r.  S  da's  best  work  has  in  it  something  of  Montaigne,  a  great  deal  of  Charles  Lamb— made 
deeper  and  broader—and  not  a  little  of  Lamb's  model,  the  accouiplt^bcd  and  qu^niit  ^ir  Thomas 
Brown.  These  'Dutch  Pictures'  and  'Pictures  Done  with  a  Quill'  slKtuld  be  jilaced  alongside 
iiliver  Wendell  Holmes's  inimitable  b\idgets  of  friendly  aossip  and  Thackeray's  'Roundabout 
Papers.'  They  display  to  perfection  the  quick  eye,  good  taste,  and  ready  hand  of  the  born 
essayist — they  aie  never  tireSLUnc." — Daittf  I-.l-graph. 

UNDER  THE  SUN,  and  DUTCH  TIGTURES  AND  PICTURES  DONE 
WITH  A  t^jUILL  are  also  pidiiislied  iii  croicn  8vo,  price  2s.  6d.  each. 


Tliird  and  CJiecpi  r  Edition,  in  demy  8ro,  cloth  (jilt,  price  65. 

A   JOURNEY    DUE  SOUTH; 

TIIAVELS  IN  SEARCH  OF  SUNSHINE, 

INCLUDIN-O 

MARSEILLES,    NICE,    BASTIA,   AJACCI(\    GEXOA,    PISA,  BOLOGNA, 
VENICE,   ROME,    NAPLES,    POMPEII,  ic. 

ILLUSTRATED   WITH    16  FULLPAGE    ENGRAVINGS    BY   VARIOUS  ARTISTS. 

"  In  '  .\  .Journey  due  South  Mr.  Sala  is  in  hi.-;  brighti-t  and  cheeriest  mood,  ready  with  quip 
aial  jest  and  auCLdote,  brimful  of  allusion  ever  hap(>y  and  pat." — >^atuedaij  liicitic. 

Eighth  Edition,  in  t-rnivn  Sro,  55S  pages,  attraetin  ly  hound,  price  2s.  Od., 
or  gilt  at  the  side  and  u-ith  gilt  edgt  s.  '.'>>;. 

PARIS  HERSELF  AGAIN. 

By  GEORGE   AUGUSTUS  SALA. 

W/ITH    350    CHARACTERISTIC    ILLUSTRATIONS    BY    FRENCH  ARTISTS. 

"  On  stibjccts  like  those  in  his  prcsi  iit  work,  Jlr.  Sala  is  at  his  best." — The  Tunes. 

"  This  book  is  one  nf  tlie  uio.sf  re.adi.ble  that  has  ajipc  u  cd  for  many  a  day.  Few  Englishmen 
knew  so  much  of  old  and  modern  1  aris  .ss  Mr.  Salt." — Troth. 

"'Paris  Herself  Again'  is  inf  nitcly  m  mc  amusing  than  most  novels.  Thci  c  is  no  ^tyle  s  ) 
chatty  and  .so  \u)wcarying  .as  that  i  f  which  M     Sala  is  a  master." — Tlie  HO'  Id. 


A  BUCK  OF  THE  liEGENCY  :  from  "DUTCH  riCTUllES." 


"  Mr.  Sail's  liest  work  has  in  it  sometliing  of  Montaigne,  a  great  deal  of  Charles  Lamb— made 
detper  ami  l.n  arkr— and  n'jt  a  little  of  I.amb'Mnodcl,  tlio  aeconijiliKhed  and  quaint  Sir  Thomas 
l!r"wn.  ')ln-,.'  •  Hutch  Pictures'  air^l  '  Pictures  licnc  With  a  (Juill'  tlHiuld  he  jilaccd  alcnRSnir 
Dhvcr  W.  ndcU  IPilincs's  iiiiiiiitalilu  l.ioU;cts  ..t  friciicily  u.issio  aud  '1  IcM-kcvay's  ■  K'uiiijciahiiul 
Papers.'  Ihcy  display  to  perlection  tl'o  .|uick  eye,  y'-'od  t.  fate,  and  ready  hand  ol  the  hum 
Bsayist — they  are  never  tiresome." — J  ailij  TtUyrapli.  ^ 
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ZOLA'S  POWERFUL  REALISTIC  NOVELS. 

TRAXSLATKD  WITHOUr  AIJRIOGMENT. 
Ii.T.us'inATED  ^viTH  ALL  TiiK  Oi;n;iN\L  Kn ( ; K A V I xr.s. 
Price  3s.  6d.  per  volume. 


Mr.  HENRY  JAMES   on   ZOLA'S  NOVELS. 

"A  novelist  with  a  system,  a  passionate  conviction,  a  great  plan — inc^'ntestjible  attributes  of 
M.  Zola — is  not  now  U*  be  e;tsil3'  found  in  England  or  the  United  States,  where  the  story-teller's 
art  i.4  almost  exclusively  Ceininine.  is  mainly  in  the  hands  of  timid  (even  when  very  accomplished) 
women,  whose  aequainfcmce  with  life  is  severely  restricted,  and  who  are  not  Cf'nspicuous  for 
general  views.  The  novel,  mi.ireover,  among  onrselvos,  is  alnidst  always  adi.lros.'^ed  to  young 
unmarried  ladies,  or  at  least  always  assumes  them  to  be  a  large  part  of  the  miVL-li't's  public. 

"This  fact,  to  a  French  stoi-y-tc'ler,  appears,  of  course,  a  damnable  re.•^trictii -n.  and  M.  Zola 
would  probably  decline  to  take  a ?t  scV;ih, r  any  work  produced  under  such  unnatural  conditions. 
Half  of  life  is  a  sealed  book  to  young  immarried  ladies,  and  how  can  a  novel  be  worth  anything 
that  deals  onl^- with  half  of  life?  These  objections  are  perfectly  valid,  and  it  maybe  said  that 
our  English  system  is  a  gnud  thing  for  virgins  and  boys,  and  a  bad  tbing  for  the  novel  itself, 
when  the  novel  is  res^ardod  as  something  ntore  than  a  simple  jeu  d  f^iir<t,  and  considered  as  a 
composition  that  tnats  -A  life  at  large  and  helps  us  to  know." 


NANA.     From  the  127tJi  French  EiliJion. 

THE    "ASSOMMOIR."    (The  ri-eludc  to  "X.vxA.")  F/.,,,.  th: 

97/h  Frtiirli.  FJhlnti. 

PIPING     HOT!      POT-BOUILLE.)     From  the  63/v/  French  Ediiion. 

GERMINAL;  OR,  MASTER  AND  MAN.  Fro. 

the  i7lh  Frcn  li.  LiJilion. 

THE    RUSH    FOR   THE    SPOIL.    LA  CUREE.)  Fee," 

the  oith  French  Edition. 

THE   LADIES'  PARADISE.    (The  Sciuol  to  "rins-c  Hot  !") 

From  tJie  50//t  Frencli  Edition. 

ABBE  MOURET'S  TRANSGRESSION  Fromti.zut 

French.  Edition. 

THERESE  RAQUIN. 

HIS      MASTERPIECE  ?      fL'CEUVRE.)     With  a  Fort  ro  it  of 
M.  EM11>E  ZOLA,  Etrlicd  by  Bocorin. 

THE  FORTUNE  OF  THE  ROUGONS.    Fro  ,  the 

'^4/'.  i'.  s,;.':  Ed.  t ion. 
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ZOLA'S    REALISTIC   \AOyE\.S -cotilimied. 

HOW  JOLLY  LIFE  IS! 

A    LOVE    EPISODE.    From  the       Frtit'-h  EUli  iii. 

The  Three  following  Volumes  are  price  6s.  each. 

THE    CONQUEST  OF  PLASSANS.    f,.,.  ^.o 

French  Edition. 

HIS   EXCELLENCY  EUGENE  ROUGON.  Fro,. 

the  'I'liid  Frciirh  Edition. 

FAT     AND      THIN.      (LE  VENTRE  DE  PARIS.)      From  the  IVli 
French  Edition.  \_i-iIiorthj. 

CLAUDE'S  CONFESSION.  m,.rt„. 

MADELEINE   FERAT.  [Shortly. 

la  largs  octavo,  price  63.  pei'  Volum?. 

Each  Volume  contains  about  100  Engravimjs,  half  of  which  are  page-size. 

1.  NANA.      2.   THE  ASSOMMOIR.      3.   PIPING  HOT. 

Designs  by  BELLENGEJ^,  BEUTALL,  CLAllilX,  GILL,   VIERGE,  &c. 


THE    BOULEVARD  NOVELS. 

Pictures  of  French  Morals  and  Manners. 

//(  small  8iV),  att raclicvlij  honml,  price  2s.  (Ut.  rnrh. 

NANA'S  DAUGHTER.  SEALED  LIPS. 

1)\  ALFKEU    SIRVEN  .iiid  IIENUI  Bv  F.  DU   BUIKCiOBi; V. 

ODETTE'S  MARRIAGE. 

Frt'in  (he  '3!j(h  Frciu  h  Edition. 

liv  ALIJEKT   DEI. PIT. 

THE   YOUNG   GUARD.  y.v.„w/„.j.-/ /-,.„/, /„/,/,„,,. 

BWAST-RK.a-AKn.  THE   VIRGIN  WIDOW. 

Friim  till-  Ihth  Fniiih  KiVitUni.  liv  A.  MATTIIKV, 

THE   WOMAN   OF  FIRE.       THE  PRIMA  DONNA'S 

BYADdi.riii.  luci.iiT.  HUSBAND. 
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VIZETELLY'S  HALF-CROWN  SERIES. 

PARIS  HERSELF  AGAIN.    ];y  Gf-ohge  Alglstus  s.m  a.  Xinth 

Edition.     '..'iS  ja^rs  ami  :;:.0  Eiii-'raviiigs. 

"  On  sulije.'ts  like  tli. .sf  in  liis  jiivsmt  w.ik,  J!r.  Sala  is  at  liis  lurst.  —Th^  Ti mi:^. 

'■  Tliis  blink  is  line  of  the  nmst  mailable  that  has  appeaml  tor  many  a  day.  Few  English- 
men know  so  niucli  of  old  and  nLoileni  Paris  as  Mr.  Sala."— 7  / 

UNDER    THE    SUN.     Essays  M.uxt.y  Written- ix  H.>t  Cuntries. 

I>y  Gkor<;f.  Ar'f;r.~Trs  Sai.a.  A  N-.-w  Edition.  Illu^tratt'i.l  with  12  jia,:^'i_-  Eiij^aviiiu's  and  an 
ftclu.'d  Purtrait  of  the  Antlior. 

"There  are  nearly  fmir  linndred  pages  hetween  tl;e  cnver-^  of  tlii-.  volume,  which  me;nis 
that  they  contain  plenty  of  exuellent  reading."— >^  Ji<  my.-i' s  <j"Zttt>\ 

DUTCH  PICTURES  and  PICTURES  DONE  WITH  A  QUILL 

13y  GKdHGK  Ar<a"STi.-s  Sala.    A  Xew  Editinu.    Illustrated  witli  S  jiage  Kiigravings. 

■'Mr.  Sala'.s  l'0>^t  wurk  has  in  it  snmething  of  Montaigne,  a  great  deal  of  Cliarle-;  Lanili — 
ina:h-  diM.'i.er  and  lin>a-ler  -  an-.l  n"t  a  little  cf  Lanili's  nn.'dtrl,  the  aecom]'lislied  and  quaint  Sir 
'Ihomas  Brown.  TIu'sm  '  Duteli  Pictures"  and  '  Pirtures  Done  with  a  f^uill,'  display  t<.'  \>v\-- 
fectinn  the  ([nick  eye,  good  ta^te,  and  ready  hand  of  the  bom  es-.ayi^>t — they  are  ne\  er  tire- 
some."— Lh'lhj  TeU:'jr"i  Jt. 

HIGH  LIFE  IN  FRANCE  UNDER  THE  REPUBLIC.  s,x ul 

.\N-D  S.\TIRIC.\L  SKKTi  HKS    IN  P.^RIS  -\yD  THE    Pki  a  INlES.       By    E.   C.   G  REN VI LLE-M  ['RK-W. 

Third  Edition,  with  a  Erontispicee. 

''A  \  ery  clever  and  entertaining  series  of  social  ami  satirieal  .sketehe.s,  almost  French  in 
their  iioint  and  vivacity."  ^C<uilttnj-nn'r:i  ]U  v'n  ii\ 

"  A  most  anmsiiig  book,  and  no  less  in.struetive  if  rea'l  with  allowances  and  understand- 
ing."—iror/ii. 

PEOPLE   I    HAVE    MET      By  E.  C.  Grenviele-Murray.    a  New 

Edition.    With  S  page  Engravings  from  Designs  by  F.  B^kn.ard. 

"  >Ir.  Greindlle-Murray's  page's  s^iarkle  with  cle\'erness  and  with  a  shrewd  wit,  caustic  I'r 
cynical  at  times,  Imt  by  no  means  exeduding  a  ilue  apjireciatii  in  uf  the  S'.>U'T  \  iitues  of  won. en 
and  tlie  sterner  excellencies  of  men." — Sjryrt,itnr. 

'■AH  of  Mr.  Grenville-Murrays  portiaits  ai'e  clever  and  life-like,  and  some  of  them  .are 
not  unworthy  of  a  model  who  was  moie  before  the  author's  eye  than  Addison— namely, 
Thackeray." — Truth. 

A   BOOK  OF  COUllT  SCAXDAL. 
CAROLINE   BAUER  AND  THE  COBURGS.    From  the  German, 

with  two  carefully  engraved  Poitraits.    Second  Edition. 

"Caroline  Bauer's  name  became  in  a  mysterious  and  almost  tragic  manner  connected 
with  those  of  two  men  highly  esteeuied  and  w'ell  remembered  ui  Englaud--l'riiue  Eeoj  iild 
of  Coburg,  and  his  nephew,  Prince  Albert's  trusty  friend  and  adviser.  Baron  btockmar. " — 

The  Times. 

THE  STORY  OF  THE  DIAMOND  NECKLACE,  Told  in  Detail 

ViMK  THE  First  Time.  A  New  Kdition.  liy  JIknky  Vizkteli  y.  Illustrated  with  an  authentie 
n'presentati<'n  of  tlif  diamond  Nrekl.K-e,  and  a  Portrait  uf  the  L''.>untess  de  la  Motte,  engraved 
on  sS_-el,  and  utlier  Engravings. 

'*  Had  the  most  daring  of  onr  sensational  novelists  put  forth  the  present  plain 
unvarnished  statement  of  facts  as  a  work  of  hution,  it  would  havo  hei  ii  denuuneed  as 
so  violating  all  probabilities  as  to  be  a  positive  insult  to  the  common  sense  ot  the  reader. 
Yet  strange,  startling,  incom]>rehensible  as  is  the  narrative  which  the  author  has  here 
uvulvfd,  evury  word  uf  it  is  true." — A'o^fs  and  Queries. 

GUZMAN    OF    ALFARAQUE.      A  Spanish   Xovel.  translated  hy 

J-].  I^ownEi.i,.    Iliustratrij  with  highly  linislii-d  stci-l  Kngraviiigs  from  I'r  .^i^-iis  l.y  Stahl. 

*'The  wit,  vi\a  ;itv  anl  variety  uf  this  masterpiece  cannot  be  over-estimated." — Moming 
PosU 
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In  post  8vo,  with  numerous  Par/c  ami  other  Engravings,  doth  gilt,  price  3s.  6d., 

NO  ROSE  WITHOUT  A  THORN, 

AXD  OTHER  TALES. 
By  F.  C.  BURN-AND,    H.  SAYILE  CLARKE,    R.  E.  FRAXCILLON',  &c. 


"  By  the  aid  of  the  chimney  witli  the  register  up  Mrs.  Lupscombe's  curiosity  was,  to  a 
certain  extent,  gratified." — Page  19. 

In  post  Svo,  vnth  numerous  Page  and  other  Engravings,  cloth  gilt,  price  3s.  6c?. 

THE    DOVE'S  NEST, 

AND  OTHER  TALES. 
By  JOSEPH  HATTON,   RICHARD  JEFFERIES,  H.  SAVILE  CLARKE,  &c. 


A    STORY    OF    THE  STAGE. 

In  crown  Svo,  leith  eight  tinted  page  engravings,  price  Is. 

SAVED  BY  A  SMILE. 

By  JAME.S  sir  EE. 


Third  Edition.     In  crown  Svo,  with  page  engravings,  2»'iec  is. 

MY  FIRST  CRIME. 

By  G.  mack,  FijKMF.it  "Ciu'.r  de  i.a  Srur.rio  "  of  tiik  Bauls  Police. 

"An  accfinnt  liy  a  real  Lccnq  of  a  real  crime  is  a  nuvrlty  amoni;  the  mass  of  criminal 
novels  with  wliich  tin;  world  has  l.-mi  fav..urc.l  since  tlic  .ica'h  uf  the  great  ciriguiator  Gahi.riau. 
It  is  to  M.  Mac^,  who  has  had  to  dcd  with  real  /"../'.^  .f  uislrucl  loit .  real  .(./fii/s  (.(  srireli-,  an.l  real 
mur.lcrcrs,  that'wc  arc  iiidetitcd  f.a-  this  rualij-  uitcrcsting  ad.litiou  to  a  .species  of  literature 
winch  has'oflate  begun  to  pall."— .S'./itn/.iy  lt:i-i'ic. 


24  VJZETELLY       CO.'S  XEir  BUOh'S        XEli'  EDITIONS. 


Ill  '■rtiirii  Sm,   -J.s.  C,/. 

A    CITY    GIRL.     A  Eeali,stic  Story         JullN  LAW 

"  The  central  studies  of  tLt  tity  girl  and  her  lover  arc  worked  out  with  ZoU  like  fidelity."— 
SI.  Stipltin's  Htfitw. 

"A  little  loinance  which  is  wanting  i, either  in  pathns  nor  in  fovcc." — ithenaum. 

NEW  STORY   BY   HIE  AUTIIOI:   "V    '  THK   i.HKVELEV  NOVELS." 
Ill  croirn  Sro,  tijlrarlicilij  Lutim/,  '/irii/c  :s.  C'i. 

HIS  CHILD  FRIEND. 

By  the  Author  of  "A  JIodekn  Mini.ster,  '  '  Saul  Weir,"  &c. 

"  Is  told  tenderly  and  with  graphic  tkiU.  -J.mdewy. 

In  paper  cover?,  Is.  each  ,  or  clAh  gilt,  2s.  6.1. 

Patter  Poems. 

Humorous  and  Serious,  for  Eead- 
iNGs  AND  Recitations. 
By  WALTER  PARKE. 

jr;77/    ILLU.'^rjiATI'iXS    l:V   J.  LEITCIl. 

"'Patter  Poems'  include  Tnaiiy  sf'arkling 
and  merry  lays,  well  adapted  for  recitation, 
and  sure  of  the  approval  of  the  audience." 
— Saturday  Mevitw. 

TllK 

Comic  Golden  Legend. 

By  AVALTEP.  BAIMvE. 
WITH  illcst]:atio.\s  r.Y  ./.  uiiirn. 

'■The  storie^aro  ti>ld  in  IjriL^ht  and  luniini  us 
TC1S3S  in  which  are  dexterously  wrought 
parodies  of  a  good  mai  y  present  and  some 
pabt  poets."— ,Sco/i'«!OH. 

Songs  of  Singularity 

By  WALTER  PARKE. 

ILLUSTRATED  WITH  GO  ENIIRAVINGS. 


Ill  jm.st  8i'",  /'/■/('(■  o.'-.  i'k/. 

the  childishness  and  brutality  of  the  time 

By  IIARCIRAVE  JENNINGS,  Author  of  "The  Rosicniciaiis,"  kc. 
"  Mr.  Jennings  Las  a  knack  of  writing  in  good,  racy,  trenchant  style.  -  Daily  A'eics. 

Ill  ,  ,•„„•,,  S/',.,  iitt I'.i.-l I  f,  I II  h„v,i-U  --.  0'/. 

THE  RED  CROSS,  AND  OTHER  STORIES,    by  luigl 

///  i-riiini  Sri'.  /'/'(Vr  'Is.  \'m!. 

IN  STRANGE  COMPANY 

By  JAJIES  GREENWOOD  (the  "  Amateur  Cusiuil  "). 
ILLUSTRATED  WITH  A  PORTRAI     av    ,  y,^  ...,...„.,„..  i  STEEL. 
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Shortly  will  le  published  in  Shilling  Volumes,  with  picture  covers, 

CAPITAL  STORIES. 

The  Eaeliee  VoLriiEs  will  Include  : 

THE  CHAPLAIN'S  SECRET,     bt  leon  db  tinseau. 
AVATAR;   OR,  THE   DOUBLE  TRANSFORMATION,  by 

THEOPHILE  GAUTIER. 

{The  above  ivork  evidently  suggested  "  Doctor  Jekyll  and  Mr.  Hyde.") 

COLONEL  QUAGG'S  CONVERSION,    and  Other  Stories. 

By  GEOKGE  AUGUSTUS  SALA. 

THE  MONKEYS'  REVENGE,    by  leon  gozlan. 

THE    PENSIONER  WITH   THE   WOODEN    HEAD,  by 

EUGENE  MOUTON. 

THE  MARCHIONESS'S  TEAM,    by  li^on  de  tinseau. 


In  scarlet  covers,  price  One  Shilling  each. 

FRENCH    SENSATIONAL  NOVELS, 

BY  POPULAR  WRITERS. 

BEWITCHING  IZA.   by  alexis  bouvier. 

LECOQ  THE  DETECTIVE'S  DAUGHTER,  by  busnach  and 
chabeillat. 

DISPATCH  AND  SECRECY,  by  georges  grison. 

Other  Volumes  are  in  preparation. 

Miscellaneous  Shilling  Books. 

SO  ENGLISH !    By  the  Authoe  of     An  Exile  s  Romance." 
WRECKED     IN    LONDON  :     A  Story  founded  on  one  of  the  Great 

Scandals  of  the  Day.    By  WALTER  FAIRLIE. 
A  TALE  OP  MADNESS:    Being  the  Narrative  of  Paul  Staffoed. 

Edited  by  JULIAN  CRAY. 

Second  Edition.    In  paper  cover,  price  Is.,  or  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
IRISH  HISTORY  FOR  ENGLISH  READERS.   By  WILLIAM 
STEPHENSON  GREGG. 

In  paper  cover,  Is.  ;   or  in  parchment  binding,  gilt  on  side,  2s.  6d. 
THE    PASSER-BY.    A  Conu'dy  in  one  Act,  suited  for  Private  Representa- 
tion.   By   FRANCOIS   COPPEE,  of  the  French  Academy. 

A  SATIRICAL  POEM,  BY  A  WELL-KNOWN  POET. 
LUCIFER    IN    LONDON,  and  las  lleflections  on  Life,  Manners,  and  the 
Prnoi-»ppte  of  Society. 
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VIZETELLY'S  SIXPENNY  SERIES  OF  AMUSING 

AND  ENTERTAINING  BOOKS. 

KING     SOLOMON'S     WIVES:     Or  the  Mysterious  Mines.  P.v 
HYDER  liAGGED.     With  Humoroux  Illustrations  by  Lancelot  Si'Kr.:.. 

rHE    MANCHESTER    MERCHANT.     From  the  German. 

TARTARIN  OF  TARASCON.   by  alphonse  daitdet. 

CECILE'S  FORTUNE,  by  f.  du  boisgobey. 

THE  THREE-CORNERED  HAT.  by  p.  a.  de  alarcon. 

THE  BLACK  CROSS  MYSTERY,  by  h.  corkran. 

THE  STEEL  NECKLACE,  by  f  du  boisgobey. 

THE  GREAT  HOGGARTY  DIAMOND,  by  w.  m.  thackeray. 

CAPTAIN  SPITFIRE.  AND  THE  UNLUCKY  TREASURE. 

By  p.  a.  de  alarcon. 

MATRIMONY  BY  ADVERTISEMENT,  And  Other  Adventures 
OF  A  JouRNALLST.    By  C.  G.  PAYNE.    15  Engravings. 

VOTE    FOR    POTTLEBECK!    The  Story  of  a  Politician  in 
Love.    By  C.  G.  PAYNE.    20  Engravings. 

YOUNG    WIDOV\^S.     By  E.  C.  GRENVILLE-MURRAY.  Engravings. 

THE  DETECTIVE'S  EYE.   by  f.  du  boisgobey. 

THE   STRANGE   PHANTASY  OF  DR.  TRINTZIUS.  b. 

auguste  vitu. 

A  SHABBY  GENTEEL  STORY.  By  w.  m.  thackeray. 
THE  RED  LOTTERY  TICKET,  by  f.  du  boisgobey. 

Will  be  ready  shortly— 

THE  FIDDLER  AMONG  THE  BANDITS,  by  alex.  dumas 
THE  ABBE  CONSTANTIN.   by  ludovic  halevy. 

Otlier  Volumes  are  in  Preparation. 


In  One  Volume,  large  imperial  9>vo,  price  3s.,  or  single  numbers  price  Gd.  each, 

THE  SOCIAL  ZOO; 

Satirical,  Social,  and  Humorous  Sketches  by  the  Best  Writers. 
Copiously  Illustrated  in  many  Styles  by  iccll-knoini  Artists. 
OUR  gilded  youth.    By  E.  C.  Gren  ville-Murray. 
nice  girls.    By  R.  Mounteney  Jei^iison. 
noble  lords.    By  E.  C.  Guenville-Murray. 
flirts.    By  E.  C.  Grenville-Murray. 
our  silvered  youth.    By  E.  C.  Gi;enville-Murray 
MILITARY  MEN  AS  THEY  WERE.    By  E.  Dyne  Fexton. 
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In  Hinill  S/-,,  Orii  iiiicnt  iJ  Scarh:t  C.j):a-i.     Is.  'pcr  Volume. 

DU    BOISGOBEY'S    SENSATIONAL  NOVELS. 

**  Ah,  fricnrl,  how  many  :uid  many  a  while 
Tliey've  made  the  slow  time  fleetly  flow, 
Au'l  sulacod  pain  and  charmed  exile, 
UuiauoBEV  and  Gaboriau  !  " 

Ballade  of  Railway  Novels  iti  "  Longman's  Magazine." 

New  Voluni33  to  be  Published  during  the  Autumn. 


WHERE'S  ZENOBIA?  -'Vols. 
SAVED  FROM  THE  HAREM. 

Two  Volumes. 


THE  RESULTS  OF  A  DUEL. 
MYSTERIES    OF  NEW 

PARIS.    Two  Volumes. 


Lately  Published  Volumes. 


THE  RED  CAMELLIA.  2  Vols. 
THE  NAMELESS  MAN. 
THE  CORAL  PIN.   2  Vols. 
THIEVING  FINGERS. 
FERNANDE'S  CHOICE. 
THE  GOLDEN  TRESS. 
HIS  GREAT  REVENGE.  Two 

Vols. 

THE  PHANTOM  LEG. 
A  RAILWAY  TRAGEDY. 


THE  RED  BAND.   2  Vols. 
THE  CONVICT  COLONEL. 
ANGEL  OF  THE  CHIMES. 
THE  THUMB  STROKE. 
PRETTY  BABIOLE. 
A  FIGHT  FOR  A  FORTUNE. 
THE  GOLDEN  PIG.  2  Vols. 
THE  MATAPAN  AFFAIR. 

THE  JAILER'S  PRETTY 
WIFE. 


THE  OLD  AGE  OF  LECOO,  THE  DETECTIVE.    Two  Vols. 

*'  The  romances  of  Gaboriau  and  Da  Boisg'obey  picture  the  marvellous  Lecoq  and  other 
wonders  of  shrewdness,  who  piece  tog-ether  the  elaborate  details  of  the  most  complicated 
crimes,  as  Professor  Owen  with  the  smallest  bone  as  a  foundation  could  reconstruct  the 
most  extraordinary  animals." — Staiulanl. 

IN  THE  SERPENTS'  COILS. 

"Tills  is  a  most  picturesque,  dramatic,  and  powcrfid  sensational  novel.  Its  interest 
never  flags.  Its  terrific  excitement  continues  to  the  end.  The  reader  is  kept  spell- 
bound."— Oldham  Chroniclf. 

THE  DAY  OF  RECKONING.  Two  Vols. 

**  M.  du  Boisgobcy  gives  us  no  tiresome  ^lescriptions  or  labovu-ed  analyses  of  character; 
under  his  facile  pen  jiluts  full  of  incident  arc  quickly  opened  and  unwound.  lie  docs 
nut  stop  to  moralise;  all  his  ;irt  consists  in  creating  iutricacies  which  shall  keep  the 
reailer's  curiosity  on  the  .stretch,  and  utfer  a  full  scope  to  his  own  really  wonderful 
ingenuity  for  unravelling." — Timr.-i. 

THE  SEVERED  HAND. 

"  The  plot  is  a  marvel  of  intrir  icy  and  cleverly  managed  surprises." — J/ifi-rnri/  WorJd. 
It^adcrs  who  like  a  tliorou>;hly  ent.ui|,ded  and  thrilling  plot  will  welcnne  this  novel 
with  av.dity."— /;r/s/.(/  Mn-rurij. 
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BERTHA'S  SECRET. 

■'  '  Bertba's  Secret '  is  a  most  effective  romance.  We  need  not  say  how  the  story  enA>!, 
for  this  would  spoil  the  reader's  pleasure  in  a  novel  which  depends  for  all  its  interest  on 
the  skilful  weaving  and  unweaving  of  mysteries." — Times. 

WHO  DIED  LAST?  OR  THE  RIGHTFUL  HEIR. 

"Travellers  will  find  the  time  occupied  by  a  longf  journey  pass  away  rapidly  with  one 
of  Du  Boisgobey's  absorbing  volumes  in  their  hand." — London  Figaro. 

THE  CRIME  OF  THE  OPERA  HOUSE.  Two  Vols. 

"  We  are  led  breathless  from  the  first  page  to  the  last,  and  close  the  book  with  a 
thorough  admiration  for  the  vigorous  romancist  who  has  the  courage  to  fulfil  the  true 
function  of  the  story-teller,  by  making  reflection  subordinate  'to  action." — Aherdetn 
Jourtial. 


GABORIAU  &  DU  BOISGOBEY  SENSATIONAL  NOVELS. 

In  double  volumes,  bound  in  scarlet  cloth,  price  2s.  6d.  each. 

1.  -THE    MYSTERY   OF  ORCIVAL,   AND    THE  GILDED  CLIQUE. 

2.  — THE  LEROUGE   CASE,   AND   OTHER  PEOPLE'S  MONEY. 

3.  — LECOQ,  THE  DETECTIVE.  4.— THE  SLAVES  OF  PARIS. 

5.  — IN  PERIL  OF  HIS  LIFE,  AND  INTRIGUES  OF  A  POISONER. 

6.  -D0SSIER    NO.    113,   AND    THE    LITTLE    OLD    MAN  OF  BA- 

TIGNOLLES.  7.— THE   COUNT'S  MILLIONS. 

8.  — THE  OLD  AGE   OF  LECOQ,   THE  DETECTIVE. 

9.  — THE  CATASTROPHE.  10.— THE  DAY  OF  RECKONING. 

11.  — THE  SEVERED  HAND,  AND   IN  THE  SERPENTS'  COILS. 

12.  — BERTHA'S  SECRET,  AND  WHO  DIED   LAST  ? 

13.  -THE  CRIME  OF  THE  OPERA  HOUSE. 

14.  — THE  MATAPAN  AFFAIR,  AND  A  FIGHT  FOR  A  FORTUNE. 

15.  — THE   GOLDEN  PIG. 

16.  — THE  THUMB  STROKE,  AND  PRETTY  BABIOLE. 

17.  -THE  CORAL  PIN.  18.-HIS  GREAT  REVENGE. 


In  small  post  8vo,  m-namenltd  coivrs,  Is.  each  ;  iii  chAh,  Is.  6f?. 

VIZETELLY'S  POPULAR  FRENCH  NOVELS. 

Examples  of  the  ]!est  Feench  Fictiox  Unoh.iectionaele  i.\  Character. 


"  They  are  honks  that  may  he  safely  left  lying  ahout  wliere  the  huiies  of  the  family  can  pick  then  iti 
and  read  Wicm."— Sheffield  Independent. 


FROMONT  THE  YOUNGER  &  RISLER  THE  ELDER.  Bj 

A.  Daudet. 

"The  aeries  starts  well  with  M.  Alphonse  Daudet's  masterpiece." — Athenirtim. 
"A  terrible  story,  powerful  after  a  sledge-hammer  fashion  in  some  parts,  and  won 
derfully  tender,  touchiiipf,  and  pathetic  in  others."—  ] Uvstrated  London  News. 

SAMUEL  BROHL  AND  PARTNER.   By  V.  Cherduuez. 

"A  s  iprcmely  dramatic  study  of  a  man  who  lived  two  lives  at  once,  even  within  himself 
The  reader's  discovery  of  his  double  nature  is  one  of  the  most  ck-verly  managed  of  sur 
prises,  and  Samuel  Brohl's  final  dissolution  of  partnership  with  himself  is  a  remarkabli 
stroke  of  almost  pathetic  comedy." —The  Uiuphic. 
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THE  DRAMA  OF  THE  RUE  DE  LA  PAIX.  By  A.  Belo 

"  A  decidedly  interesting  and  thrilling  narrative  is  told  with  great  force 
passion,  relieved  by  sprightliness  and  tenderness." — Illustrated  London  News. 

MAUGARS  JUNIOR.    By  A.  Theumet. 

One  of  the  most  charming  novelettes  we  have  read  for  a  long  time. "—  Literary  Woi 

WAYWARD  DOSIA,  &  THE  GENEROUS  DIPLOMAT!: 

By  Henry  GrAville. 

"As  epigrammatic  as  anything  Lord  Beaoonsfield  has  ever  written."— iJamj; 
Telegraph. 

A  NEW  LEASE  OF  LIFE,  &  SAVING  A  DAUGHTE 

DOWRY.    By  E.  About. 

"The  story,  as  a  flighc  of  brilliant  and  eccentric  imagination,  is  unequalled  i: 
peculiar  way. " — The  Graphic, 

COLOMBA,  &  CARMEN.  By  P.  Mimui^. 

"The  freshness  and  raciness  is  quite  cheering  after  the  stereotjrped  three- volume  m 
with  which  our  circulating  libraries  are  crammed."— ii a? (/(/^  Times. 

A  WOMAN'S  DIARY,  &  THE  LITTLE  COUNTESS. 

0.  Feuillet. 

"  Is  wrought  out  with  masterly  skill,  and  although  of  a  tlightly  sensational  kind,  ca 
be  said  to  be  hurtful  either  mentally  or  morally." — Dumbarton  Herald. 

BLUE-EYED  META  HOLDENIS,  &  A  STROKE  OF  DIPL 

MACY.    By  V.  Cheiibuliez. 

"  '  Blue-eyed  Meta  Holdenis  '  is  a  delightful  tale  " — Civil  Service  Gazette. 

'"A  Stroke  of  Diplomacy '  is  a  bright  vivacious  story." — Hampshire  Advertiser. 

THE  GODSON  OF  A  MARQUIS.  By  A.  Theuriet. 

"  From  the  beginning  to  the  close  the  interest  of  the  story  never  flags." — Life. 

THE  TOWER  OF  PERCEMONT  &  MARIANNE.   By  Geo 

Sand. 

"  George  Sand  has  a  great  name,  and  the  '  Tower  of  Percemont '  is  not  uuwo 
of  ii."  —  Illustrated  London  News. 

THE  LOW-BORN  LOVER'S  REVENGE.  By  V.  Cherbulies 

"  One  of  M.  Cherbuliez's  many  exquisitely  written  productions.  The  studies  of  hu 
nature  under  various  influences,  especially  in  the  cases  of  the  unhappy  heroine  and 
low-bom  lover,  are  wonderfully  e&eaii'/e."— Illustrated  London  News. 

THE  NOTARY'S  NOSE,  AND  OTHER  AMUSING  STORL 

By  E.  About. 

"  Crisp  and  bright,  full  of  movement  and  Interest." — Brighton  Herald. 

DOCTOR  CLAUDE  ;  OR,  LOVE  RENDERED  DESPERAl 

By  H.  Malot.     Two  vols. 

"  We  have  to  appeal  to  our  very  first  flight  of  novelists  to  find  anything  so  artist 
English  romance  as  these  books." — Dublin  Evening  Mail. 

THE   THREE   RED   KNIGHTS;    OR.  THE  BROTHEI 

VENGEANCE.     By  P.  F6val. 

"  The  one  thing  that  strikes  us  in  these  stories  is  the  marvellous  dramatic  skill  ot 
writer o. "—  -i'/' ejfield  Imlepe tide lU. 
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Unabridged  Edition  :  in  small  8vo,  oraaracntal  scarlet  covers, 

Price  9d..  per  Volume. 

GABORIAU'S   SENSATIONAL  NOVELS. 


IN  PERIL  OF  HIS  LIFE. 

"  A  story  of  thrilling  interest,  and  adrr-irably  translattd."— Xn.nJnj/  Timet. 

THE  LEROUGE  CASE. 

"  M.  Gaboriau  is  a  skilful  and  brilliant  writer,  capable  of  .«o  divertir.g  the  attention  ai 
interest  of  his  readers  that  not  one  word  or  line  in  his  book  will  be  skipped  or  read  cat 
lessly."—  Hampshire  Advertiser. 

OTHER  PEOPLE'S  MONEY. 

"  The  interest  is  kept  up  throughout,  and  the  story  is  told  graphically  and  with  a  got 
deal  of  art." — London  Figaro. 

LECOQ   THE   DETECTIVE.     Two  Vols. 

"In  the  art  cf  forging  a  tangled  chain  of  complicated  incidi  nts  involved  and  ine: 
plicable  until  the  last  link  is  reached  and  the  whole  made  clear,  Mr.  Wilkie  C'ollili^ 
equalled,  if  not  excelled,  by  M.  Gaboriau." — Brighton  Herald. 

THE  GILDED  CLIQUE. 

"Full  of  incident,  and  instinct  with  life  and  action.  Altogether  this  is  a  uva 
fascinating  book." — Hampshire  Adctrtti^i,-. 

THE  MYSTERY  OF  ORCIVAL. 

"  The  Author  keeps  the  interest  of  the  reader  at  ftver  heat,  and  by  a  succession  ( 
unexpected  turns  and  incidents,  the  drama  is  ultimately  worked  out  to  a  very  pU; 
sant  result.    The  ability  displayed  is  tmciuestionable." — Shijntld  hunpindtitt. 

DOSSIER  NO.  113. 

"The  plot  is  worked  out  with  great  skill,  and  from  first  to  last  the  reader  s  interest 
never  allowed  to  flag." — Dionbarton  herald. 

THE  LITTLE  OLD  MAN  OF  BATIGNOLLES. 

THE    SLAVES    OF    PARIS.    Two  Vols. 

"Sensational,  full  of  interest,  cleverly  conceived,  and  wrciight  out  with  ccn£v.n']n.,.t 
skill." — Ox''ord  and  Cairibridge  Journal. 

THE  CATASTROPHE.  Two  Yds. 

"  'The  Catastrophe'  does  ample  credit  to  M.  Gaboriau's  roputatiou  as  a  noveli.-t  o 
vast  resource  in  incident  and  of  wonderful  ingenuity  in  ccnstru.jting  and  unravtUinj 
thrilling  mysteries." — Aberdeen  Journal. 

THE   COUNT'S   MILLIONS.    Two  Vols. 

"To  tho.se  who  love  the  mysterious  and  the  sensational,  Gaboiiau's  stories  are  irre 
sistibly  fascinating.  His  marvellously  clever  pages  hold  the  mirror  up  to  mature  witl 
absolute  fideUty  ;  and  tljc  interest  with  which  he  couti  ivos  to  inveit  his  oLaractors  provii 
tLat  exaggeration  is  unnecessary  to  a  master."— .Soo.iry. 

INTRIGUES  OF  A  POISONER. 

"  The  wonderful  Sensational  Xotc'.-j  of  Ernile  Gaboriau." — ObJe, 
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Ill  demy  ilo,  handsomely  printed  and  bjiind,  with  gill  edijes,  price  Vis. 

A  HISTORY  OF  CHAMPAGNE 

WITH  NOTES  ON  THE  OTHER  SPARKLING  WINES  OF  FRANCE. 

By   henry  VIZETELLY. 

Chevalier  of  the  Order  of  Franz  Josef, 
wine  juror  for  great  britain  at  the  vienna  and  paris  kxhibitiona  of  1s73  ahd  1s7! 

Illustrated  "with  350  Engravings, 

FROM  ORIGINAL  SKETCHES  AND  PHOTOGRAPHS,  ANCIENT  MSS.,  EARLY  PRIN1 
BOOKS,  RARE  PRINTS,  CARICATURES,  ETC. 

"A  very  agreeable  medley  of  history,  anecdote,  geograi)l]ical  desrriptinn,  and  sncli  1 
matter,  distinguished  hy  an  accuracy  not  often  found  in  such  medleys,  and  illustrated  tin 
nio.st  abundmt  and  pleasing-ly  uiiscuUaneous  fashion." — Da  'di/  Ni.a-s. 

"  Mr.  Henry  Vizetelly's  handsome  book  about  Champa^^ne  and  other  sparklincr  wines 
France  is  full  of  curious  iiilormation  and  amusement.  It  should  be  widely  read  and  appreciate 
— So !  I'.rdai/  Keview. 

"Mr.  Henry  Vizotclly  has  written  a  quarto  volume  on  the  'Ilistury  <>{  Champagne,' 
which  he  has  c<jllected  a  large  number  of  facts,  man}-  of  them  very  curious  and  interesting.  Ma 
of  the  woodcuts  are  excellent. — A'he-na-mn. 

"  It  is  probable  that  this  large  volume  contains  such  an  amount  of  inf'Tmation  touching  t 
subject  which  it  treats  as  caiinot  be  foinid  elsewhere.  How  enipjietent  the  author  was  for  t 
ta;-k  he  xuidcrteok  is  to  be  inferred  fr  fini  the  functions  he  has  di.^chargcd,  and  from  the  exct 
tional  opportunities  he  c\\y'y>^(\ ^Ilhistratcd  Ixindoa  Xcfs. 

"A  veritable  idituni  de  dealing  with  the  history  of  Champagne  from  the  time  of  i 

Romans  to  the  present  date.  An  interesting  b<iok,  the  incidents  and  details  of  which 

very  graithit  ally  tnld  with  a  goitd  deal  of  wit  and  humour.  The  engravings  arc  exceedingly  w 
executed."--  7'//r  ll'iuc  mul  S]  ir'f  A>?cs. 
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MR.  HENRY  VIZETELLY'8  POPULAR  BOOKS  ON  WINE. 

"  Jfr.  Vizctelly  discourses  briirhtly  aii'l  di-^oriniinatin^^'ly  on  cms  and  bouquets  and  the 
different  European  viney;irds,  most  or  which  lie  Las  evidently  visited." — Th':  Ttw.ti. 

"Mr.  Henry  Vizetelly's  lionks  about  different  wines  have  an  import.mce  and  a  value  far 
^eater  than  will  be  assigned  them  by  those  who  look  merely  at  the  price  at  which  they  are 
published."— SKn'.?!!!/  Times. 

Price  Is.  6(7.  ornamental  corcr  ;  or  Is.  6(7.  in  elegant  cloth,  landing. 

FACTS  ABOUT  PORT  AND  MADEIRA, 

GLEANED   DURING  A   TOUR  IN  THE  AUTUMN  OF  1S77. 

Er  HEXRY  A'IZETELLY, 

Wine  Ji-ror  for  Gkrat  Britain  at  the  Vienna  and  Paris  Exhibitions  of  1S73  and  1S7S. 
With  100  Illustrations  from  Original  Sketches  and  Photographs. 

CY  THE  SAME  AUTHOR. 
Price  Is.  6t?.  ornamental  cover  ;  or  2s.  6cl.  in  elegant  cloth  binding. 

FACTS    ABOUT  CHAMPAGNE, 

AND  OTHER  SPARKLING  WINES. 

Collected  durino  nu-MEROI'S  Visits  to  thf,  Champaone  and  other  Vitici-lti-ral  Districts 
OF  France  and  the  Principal  remainim.  Wine-i  kodi  cing  Cocktkies  of  Europe. 
Illustrated  with  112  Engravings  firom  Sketches  and  Ihotographs. 

Frier  l.v.  orraiiii'iitiil  cn-^r  ;  or  1?.  t)./.  ,-J,,fIi 

FACTS    ABOUT  SHERRY, 

GLEANED  IN  THE  VINEYARDS  AND  BODEGAS  OF  THE  JEREZ,  i:  OTHER  DISTRICTS. 
Illustrated  with  numerous  Engravings  from  Original  Sketches. 

Price  Is.  in  ornamental  corcr ;  or  Is.  6d.  cloth  gilt. 

THE  WINES  OF  THE  WORLD, 

CHARACTERIZED   AND  CLASSED, 
BradbHrj-,  .\ancw,  &  C;n.  |  IPrintera,  WhitcfriaJ*. 


